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KNOCK    AT    A    VENTURE 


MOUND   BY   THE   WAY 


WHERE  the  sylvan  character  of  the  scene 
changes  ;  where  fields  give  place  to  hanging 
woods  and  they  in  their  turn  thin  to  poverty  and 
obliquity  under  eternal  stress  of  western  winds,  a 
gate,  resting  by  its  own  weight  against  a  granite 
post,  indicates  the  limits  of  agriculture  and  forestry 
upon  the  southern  confines  of  the  Moor.  Beneath 
this  standpoint  Devon's  unnumbered  breasts  billow 
to  the  misty  horizon,  and  dimpling  valleys,  between 
the  arable  lands  and  higher  wealds,  are  marked 
by  orchards,  water  meadows  and  the  winding  ways 
of  rivers.  These,  born  aloft,  have  come  from  far, 
and  now,  with  slower  current  and  ampler  volume, 
roam  melodiously  through  pleasant  lees,  through 
denes  and  dingles  of  sweet  flowers,  beneath  the 
music  of  birds  and  the  shadows  of  great  woodlands, 
to  their  confluence  with  the  sea.  Here,  too,  lie 
p. 
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hamlets  and  rise  crocketed  church  towers  ;  peat  reek 
sweetens  the  air ;  blue  doves  croon  through  blue 
smoke  on  many  a  low  thatched  cot ;  and  life  moves 
in  simplicity  and  apparent  peace.  The  habitations 
of  men  glimmer  with  white-washed  walls  at  fringes 
of  forests,  at  wind-blown  crossways,  about  small 
village  greens,  on  lonely  roads,  by  steep  hillsides 
and  among  sunny  combes.  Homesteads  rise  in 
isolation  along  the  edges  of  the  great  central  lone- 
liness ;  whole  villages  lie  in  the  lap  of  the  hills  ;  and 
the  manifold  planes  of  this  spacious  scene,  whether 
under  flying  cloud-shadows  or  grey  rain,  midday  sun- 
light or  the  splendour  of  summer  moons,  commingle 
in  one  vision,  whose  particulars  only  vary  to  the  play 
of  the  dawn  and  sunset  lights,  to  the  hands  of  the 
roaming  elements,  to  the  seasons  that  bring  in  turn 
awakening  life  and  music,  high  colour-pageants  and 
dying  pomps,  ultimate  sobrieties  and  snows. 

Beyond  the  gate  to  the  Moor  rises  a  steep  road  of 
broken  granite  and  flint.  It  climbs  upwards,  straight 
and  dogged,  into  the  world  of  the  heather  and,  pur- 
sued a  little,  reveals  the  solemn  sweep  and  dip  of 
the  circumambient  waste.  To  the  skyline  tumbles 
this  billowy  ocean,  and  the  ripples  upon  the  crest  of 
each  mighty  wave  are  granite.  Here  rise  the  tors, 
adorned  at  this  August  season  with  purple  ling  to 
their  footstools  of  stone  ;  here  subtend  wildernesses 
between  the  high  hills ;    and  the  sheep  bells  jangle 
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upon  them,  and  the  red  kine  bellow  from  the 
watercourses.  A  rook,  his  feathers  blown  awry, 
hops  thrice,  then  ascends  heavily ;  but  the  kestrel, 
with  greater  distinction  of  flight,  glides  away  from 
his  perch  upon  a  stone,  ere  he  swoops  aloft  with 
long  reaches,  to  hang  motionless  in  the  air,  like  a 
brown  star  afar  off.  The  moorland  world  extends 
in  vast,  undulating  mosaic  of  olive  and  dun,  thinly 
veiled  by  the  bloom  of  the  ling  and  splashed  with 
golden  furze  and  grey  granite.  The  expanse  is 
touched  to  umber  and  velvet  warmth  in  sunshine ; 
is  enriched  with  the  pure,  cool  purple  of  cloud- 
shadows;  is  brightened  into  sheer  emerald-green, 
where  springs  burst  from  their  peat-moss  cradles 
amid  seeding  cotton-grass;  is  lightened  thoughout  its 
sombre  heath  tones  with  glistening  sheets  of  polished 
fern,  where  the  tracts  of  the  bracken  stand  under 
direct  sunlight.  There  is  warmth  of  colour  in  its 
breezy  interspaces — warmth,  won  from  the  ruddiness 
of  ripe  rush-heads  and  manifold  grasses  all  bending 
and  swaying  in  waves  under  the  wind. 

At  the  junction  of  two  roads,  that  cross  at  right 
angles  within  a  hundred  yards  of  the  moor-gate, 
there  stands  a  blackthorn  of  venerable  shape.  It  is 
a  deformed,  grotesque  tree,  much  bent  and  shrivelled. 
Its  boughs  are  coated  with  close  fabric  of  grey  en- 
crustations, but  such  clothing  has  failed  to  protect 
its  carcase  against  a  century  of  winters  and  biting 
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winds.  In  autumn  the  scanty  foliage  is  still  brightened 
by  a  meagre  crop  of  fruit ;  but  life  crawls  with 
difficulty  up  the  zigzag  bones  of  this  most  ancient 
thorn,  while  each  spring  its  tardy  sap  awakes  less  of 
the  tree,  and  leaves  increasing  concourse  of  abrupt 
and  withered  twigs  to  rot  above  and  below  the  centre 
of  vitality.  Beneath  this  ruin  you  shall  note  a  slight 
hillock  of  green  grass,  where  foxgloves  shake  aloft 
their  purple  pyramids  of  blossom  and  a  rabbit's 
hole  lies  close  beside  them.  Of  artificial  barrow  or 
modern  burying-place  there  is  no  suggestion  here  ; 
and  yet  this  mound  by  the  highway  side  conceals 
a  grave  ;  and  the  story  of  the  human  dust  within  it  is 
the  truth  concerning  one  who  lived  and  smarted 
more  than  a  hundred  years  ago.  Men  were  of  the 
same  pattern  then  as  now,  but  manners  varied  vastly; 
and  the  Moor-man,  who  farms  upon  the  grudging 
boundaries  of  that  great  central  desert  to-day,  and 
curses  the  winds  that  scatter  his  beggarly  newtakes 
with  thistledown  and  fern  seed,  might  wonder  at  the 
tales  this  same  wild  wind  could  tell  him  of  past  times 
and  of  the  customs  of  his  ancestors. 

Human  life  on  the  Moor  is  still  hard  enough, 
but  modern  methods  of  softening  the  rough  edges 
of  existence  were  even  less  considered  in  the  be- 
ginning of  the  century,  when  American  and  French 
prisoners  of  war  sorrowfully  sighed  at  Prince  Town. 
In  those  days  the  natives  of  the  Devonshire  highlands 
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endured  much  hardship  and  laughed  at  the  more 
delicate  nurture  of  the  townfolk,  as  the  wandering 
Tauregs  laugh  when  their  softer  fellows  exchange 
tent  and  desert  for  the  green  oases  of  many  palms 
and  sweet  waters.  Then  food  was  rough  on  Dart- 
moor and  drink  was  rougher.  Cider  colic  all  men 
knew  as  a  common  ill ;  most  beverages  were  brewed 
of  native  herbs  and  berries  ;  only  upon  some  occasion 
of  rare  rejoicing  would  a  lavish  goodwife  commission 
"Johnny  Fortnight,"  the  nomad  packman,  to  bring 
her  two  or  three  ounces  of  genuine  Cathay  as  enter- 
tainment for  her  cronies. 

It  was  rather  more  than  a  century  ago  that  one, 
John  Aggett,  dwelt  within  two  hundred  yards  of  the 
thorn-bush  already  described  ;  and  the  remains  of 
his  cottage,  of  which  the  foundation  and  a  broken 
wall  still  exist,  may  yet  be  seen — a  grey  ghost,  all 
smothered  with  nettles,  docks  and  trailing  briars.  A 
cultivated  patch  of  land  formerly  extended  around 
this  dwelling,  and  in  that  old-world  garden  grew 
kale  and  potatoes,  with  apple  trees,  an  elder,  whose 
fruit  made  harsh  wine,  and  sundry  herbs,  used  for 
seasoning  meat  or  ministering  to  sickness.  No  evi- 
dence of  this  cultivation  now  survives,  save  only  the 
ruined  wall  and  a  patriarchal  crab-apple  tree — the 
stock  that  once  supported  a  choicer  scion,  long  since 
perished. 

Here,  a  mile  or  two  distant  from  Postbridge  in 
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the  vale  of  Eastern  Dart,  resided  John  Aggett  and 
his  widowed  mother.  The  cottage  was  the  woman's 
property ;  and  that  no  regular  rent  had  to  be  paid 
for  it  she  held  a  lucky  circumstance,  for  John  by  no 
means  walked  in  his  laborious  father's  footsteps. 
Work  indeed  he  could  ;  and  he  performed  prodigious 
feats  of  strength  when  it  pleased  him  ;  but  it  was  not 
in  the  details  of  his  prosaic  trade  as  a  thatcher  that 
he  put  forth  his  great  powers.  Business  by  no  means 
attracted  him  or  filled  his  life.  As  a  matter  of  fact 
the  man  was  extremely  lazy  and  only  when  sports  of 
the  field  occupied  his  attention  did  he  disdain  trouble 
and  exertion.  He  would  tramp  for  many  miles  to 
shoot  plovers  or  the  great  golden-eyed  heath  poults 
and  bustards  that  then  frequented  the  Moor  ;  he 
cared  nothing  for  cold  and  hunger  on  moonlight 
winter  nights  when  wild  ducks  and  geese  were  to  be 
slain  ;  and  trout-fishing  in  summer-time  would  brace 
him  to  days  of  heroic  toil  on  remote  waters.  But 
thatching  or  the  thought  of  it  proved  a  sure  narcotic 
to  his  energies;  and  it  was  not  until  Sarah  Belworthy 
came  into  his  life  as  a  serious  factor  that  the  young 
giant  began  to  take  a  more  serious  view  of  existence 
and  count  the  ultimate  cost  of  wasted  years. 

Man  and  maid  had  known  one  another  from  early 
youth,  and  John  very  well  remembered  the  first 
meeting  of  all,  when  he  was  a  lanky  youngster  of 
eleven,  she  a  little  lass  of  eight.    Like  the  boy,  Sarah 
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was  an  only  child,  and  her  parents,  migrating  from 
Chagford  to  Postbridge,  within  which  moorland 
parish  the  Aggetts  dwelt,  secured  a  cottage  mid- 
way between  the  home  of  the  thatcher  and  the 
village  in  the  valley  below.  Soon  afterward  the 
children  met  upon  one  of  the  winding  sheep  tracks 
that  traverse  the  Moor  on  every  hand.  They  were 
upon  the  same  business,  and  each,  moving  slowly 
along,  sought  for  every  tress,  lock  or  curl  of  sheeps' 
wool  that  hung  here  and  there  in  the  thorny  clutch 
of  furze  and  bramble. 

The  boy  stopped,  for  Sarah's  great  grey  eyes  and 
red  mouth  awoke  something  in  him.  He  felt  angry 
because  the  blood  flowed  to  his  freckled  face ;  but 
she  was  cool  as  the  little  spring  that  rose  in  their 
path — cool  as  the  crystal  water  that  bubbled  up  and 
set  a  tiny  column  of  silver  sand  shivering  among  the 
red  sundews  and  bog  asphodels  at  their  feet. 

"  Marnin'  to  'e,"  said  John,  who  already  knew  the 
small  stranger  by  sight. 

"  Marnin',  Jan  Aggett." 

"  An'  what  might  your  name  be,  if  I  may  ax  ? " 

"  I  be  called  Sarah,  but  Sally  most  times ;  an'  I  be 
wool-gatherin'  same  as  you." 

"  Hast  a-got  gude  store? " 

"  But  little  yet." 

"  I'll  shaw  'e  all  the  best  plaaces,  if  you  mind  to 
let  me." 
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"  Thank  'e,  Jan  Aggett.  My  mother's  a  gert 
spinner." 

"  An'  my  mother's  a  gert  spinner  tu." 

"  Not  so  gert  as  mine,  I  reckon." 

"  Never  was  better'n  my  mother." 

"  Mine  be  better,  I  tell  'e !  Her  spins  black  wool 
an'  white  together  into  butivul,  braave  grey  yarn ;  an' 
auld  Churdles  Ash — him  what's  got  the  loom  to 
Widecombe,  do  buy  it  for  money,  wi'  gladness." 

"  Ban't  much  black  wool  in  these  paarts ;  an'  my 
mother  knits  her  worsted  into  clothes  for  me.  But 
I'll  share  what  I  find  with  you  now." 

"  I  lay  I'll  find  a  plenty  for  myself." 

"  I  lay  you  will.  An'  I'll  shaw  'e  wheer  the  black- 
berries be  in  autumn  time,  an'  wheer  the  best  hurts  be 
got  out  Laughter  Tor  way ;  an'  wheer  the  properest 
rexens  for  cannel-making1  do  graw." 

"  Sure  you'm  a  very  kind-fashioned  bwoy,  Jan 
Aggett." 

"  You'd  best  to  call  me  just '  Jan,'  like  other  folks." 

"  So  I  will ;  an'  you'd  best  to  call  me  '  Sally.' " 

*'  Burned  if  I  doan't  then  !     An'  us'll  be  friends." 

From  that  time  forward  the  lonely  children 
became  close  companions  ;  and  when  years  passed 
and  Sarah  ripened  to  maidenhood,  while  John 
brought  forth  a  straw-coloured  moustache  and  thick 
beard  that  matched  his  sandy  locks,  the  pair  of  them 

1  Rexens  for  cannel-making.     Rushes  for  candle-making. 
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were  already  regarded  by  their  own  generation  as 
surely  bound  for  marriage  in  due  season. 

There  came  an  afternoon  when  the  girl  had  reached 
the  age  of  eighteen  and  John  was  just  arrived  at 
man's  estate.  They  worked  together  during  harvest 
time,  and  the  thatcher,  standing  on  a  stack  ladder, 
watched  the  girl  where  she  was  gleaning  and  likened 
her  pink  sunbonnet  to  some  bright  flower  nodding 
over  the  gold  stubbles.  Presently  she  came  to  him 
with  a  bundle  of  good  corn  under  her  arm. 

"Tis  long  in  the  straw  this  year,"  she  said.  "  You 
must  thresh  it  for  me  when  you  can  and  hand  me  the 
straw  for  plaiting.  I  can  sell  all  the  hats  an'  bonnets 
tu,  as  I'm  like  to  weave.  An'  parson  do  alius  give 
me  half  a  crown  each  year  for  a  new  straw  hat." 

John  came  down  from  his  perch  and  picked  up  the 
little  sheaf.  Then,  the  day's  work  done,  they  dawdled 
up  the  hill,  and  Sarah,  hot  and  weary,  after  toil  in 
great  sunshine,  sometimes  took  John's  hand,  like  a 
little  child,  when  the  road  revealed  no  other  person. 

Up  through  the  lanes  from  the  farm  of  Cator 
Court  to  the  higher  land  they  made  their  way,  crossed 
over  the  river  nigh  Dury  and  passed  beside  a  wall 
where  scabious  drew  a  sky-blue  mantle  over  the 
silver  and  ebony  lichens  of  the  granite.  Pennyworts 
also  raised  their  little  steeples  from  the  interstices  of 
the  old  wall ;  briars  broke  its  lines  ;  red  berries  and 
black  twinkled  among  the  grasses,  and  dainty  cups 
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and  purses  of  ripe  seeds  revealed  their  treasures ; 
flowers  not  a  few  also  blossomed  there,  while  butter- 
flies gemmed  the  golden  ragwort,  and  bees  struggled 
at  many  blossoms.  A  mellow  murmur  of  life 
gladdened  the  evening,  and  the  sun,  slow  sinking 
behind  distant  Believer,  warmed  the  world  with 
rich  horizontal  light.  At  a  break  in  the  stones 
dripped  a  stream  in  a  little  dark  nest  of  ferns. 
Here,  too,  stood  a  stile  leading  into  heavy  woods, 
and  one  sentinel  beech  tree  arose  at  the  corner  of 
a  gamekeeper's  path  through  the  preserves.  Hither, 
weary  with  her  labours  and  desiring  a  brief  rest, 
Sarah  turned,  climbed  the  stile,  and  sat  down  beneath 
the  tree.  John  accompanied  her  and  they  reclined 
in  silence  awhile  where  the  ripe  glory  of  September 
sunshine  sent  a  shimmer  of  ruddy  and  diaphanous 
light  into  the  heart  of  the  wood  and  flamed  upon  the 
bole  of  the  great  beech.  A  woodpecker  suddenly 
departed  from  the  foliage  above  the  silent  pair.  He 
made  off  with  a  dipping,  undulatory  motion  and 
cheerful  laughter,  as  who  should  say,  "  two  is  com- 
pany and  three  none." 

John  turned  to  Sarah  and  sighed  and  shook  his 
head  while  he  tickled  her  hand  with  a  straw  from  the 
sheaf.  She  did  not  withdraw  it,  so  he  came  a  little 
nearer  and  put  the  straw  up  her  arm  ;  then  followed 
it  with  two  of  his  own  fingers  and  felt  her  moist  skin 
under  them. 
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She  laughed  lazily,  and  the  music  fired  his  heart 
and  sluggish  tongue. 

"  Oh,  God,  Sally,  how  long  be  I  to  dance  upon  your 
beck  and  call  for  nought?  How  long  be  I  to  bide 
this  way  while  you  hang  back  ?  " 

"  Us  couldn't  be  gerter  friends." 

"  Ess  fay,  but  us  could.  Wheer  do  friendship  lead 
to  'twixt  men  an'  women  ?  Dost  hear  ?  I  knaw 
you'm  butivul  to  see,  an'  purtiest  gal  in  Postbridge 
an'  such  like ;  an'  I  knaw  a  man  o'  my  fortune  an' 
poor  brain  power's  got  no  right — an'  yet,  though  'tis 
bowldacious  so  to  do,  I  ban't  built  to  keep  away  from 
'e.     I  peek  an'  pine  an'  dwindle  for  'e,  I  do." 

" '  Dwindle,'  dear  heart !  Wheer's  the  signs  of  that  ? 
You'm  stronger  an'  taller  an'  better'n  any  man  on 
East  Dart." 

"  Did  'e  say  'better,'  Sally?  Did  'e  mean  it?  Tis 
a  year  since  I  fust  axed  'e,  serious  as  a  man,  an'  a 
dozen  times  'twixt  then  an'  now  I've  axed  again.  I 
swear  I  thought  as  I'd  seen  love  light  in  them  misty 
eyes  of  thine,  else  I'd  have  troubled  'e  less  often. 
But— but " 

"  Wouldn't  I  have  sent  'e  away  wi'  a  flea  to  your 
ear  when  fust  you  axed,  if  I'd  meant  all  I  said,  you 
silly  gawkim  ?  " 

Then  he  put  his  arm  round  her  and  hugged  her 
very  close.     No  artifice  restrained  the  plump  natural 
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curves  of  her  waist ;  her  garments  were  thin  and  the 
soft  body  of  her  beneath  them  fired  him. 

"  Give  awver  !     You'm  squeezin'  me,  Jan  !" 

"  Say  it  then — say  it  out — or  I'll  hug  e,  an'  hug  'e, 
an'  hug  'e  to  death  for  sheer  love  !  " 

"  You  gert  thick-headed  twoad  !  Caan't  'e  read 
awnly  a  woman's  words  to  'e  ?  Haven't  'e  found  out 
these  long  months  ?  Didn't  'e  even  guess  how  'twas 
when  we  went  christening  Farmer  Chave's  apple 
trees  down-along  by  night,  an'  I  slapped  your  face 
for  comin'  to  me  arter  you'd  been  fooling  with  that 
slammocking  maypole  of  a  gal,  Tom  Chubb's  darter? 
You'm  blind  for  all  your  eyes." 

He  gave  an  inarticulate  grunt  and  poured  huge 
noisy  kisses  on  her  hair  and  face  and  little  ears. 

"  Christ  A'mighty !  Sweatin'  for  joy  I  be !  To 
think  it — to  think  you  finds  the  likes  o'  me  gude 
enough  for  'e  !     Theer — theer.     Hallelujah  ! " 

He  shouted  and  danced  with  the  grace  of  a  brown 
bear,  while  she  smoothed  herself  from  his  salutations 
and  sat  up  panting  after  such  rough  embrace.  Then 
he  took  out  his  knife  and  sought  the  beech  tree  be- 
hind them.  Sunset  fires  were  dying  away.  Only 
a  starry  twinkling  of  auburn  light  still  caught  the 
high  tops  of  the  tallest  trees  and  marked  them  out 
against  the  prevailing  shadows  of  the  woods. 

"  'Tis  a  deed  should  be  cut  on  the  fust  bark  as 
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meets  your  eyes  arter  the  woman's  said  '  yes '  to  'e," 
declared  John. 

Then,  turning  to  the  trunk  where  lichens  painted 
pale  silver  patterns  on  the  grey,  he  set  to  work,  at 
the  height  of  a  man's  heart,  and  roughly  fashioned 
the  letters  "  S.  B."  and  "  J.  A."  with  a  scroll  around 
them  and  a  knot  beneath  to  indicate  the  nature  of 
true  love. 

"Theer  let  it  bide,  sweetheart,  for  our  childer's 
childer  to  see  when  we'm  sleepin'  down-along." 

"  Go  away  with  'e,  Jan  !  " 

Presently  they  moved  onward  to  their  homes. 

"  Braave  news  for  my  mother,"  said  the  girl. 

"  Braaver  news  for  mine,"  declared  John. 

The  sun  had  set  and  the  twilight  was  in  Sarah's 
grey  eyes  as  she  lifted  them  to  him.  Together  they 
passed  upwards,  very  slowly,  with  her  head  against 
his  shoulder  and  his  arm  round  her. 

"  'Tis  a  pleasant  thing  seemin'ly  to  have  a  huge 
gert  man  to  love  'e." 

"  Ess  fay,  my  bird  !  You'll  live  to  knaw  it,  please 
God." 

From  their  lofty  standpoint  spread  a  wide  scene  of 
waning  light  on  a  fading  world ;  and  above  the 
eastern  horizon,  through  the  last  roses  of  the  after- 
glow, imperceptibly  stole  a  round  shield  of  pale 
pearl.  Aloft  the  sleeping  wind-clouds  lost  their 
light  and  turned  slate-grey  as  the  misty  phantom 
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of  the  moon  gathered  brightness,  and  the  western 
nimbus  of  sunset  faded  away. 

Then  John  took  his  lips  from  his  love's  and  gave 
her  the  sheaf  of  gleaned  corn  and  left  her  at  her 
father's  door,  while  he  tramped  on  up  the  hill. 

His  mother  trembled  before  the  long-anticipated 
truth  and  knew  the  first  place  in  his  heart  was  gone 
at  last. 

"  As  purty  as  a  pictur  in  truth,"  she  said,  "  but 
something  too  taffety1  for  the  wife  of  a  day 
labourer." 

"  Not  so,"  answered  the  man.  "  She'm  an  angel 
out  o'  heaven,  an'  she'll  come  to  be  the  awnly  wife 
worth  namin'  on  Dartymoor.  For  that  matter  she 
ban't  feared  of  a  day's  work  herself,  an'  have  awften- 
times  earned  a  fourpenny  piece  'pon  the  land." 


II 

Throughout  the  week  Samson  Belworthy,  the 
father  of  Sarah,  swung  a  sledge  and  followed  a 
blacksmith's  calling  at  Postbridge ;  upon  the  day 
of  rest  his  labours  were  of  a  more  delicate  sort,  for 
he  played  the  bass  viol  and  pulled  as  good  a  bow  as 
any  musician  around  about  the  Moor.  This  man 
accepted  John  as  suitor  to  his  daughter  with  certain 
reservations.     He  had  no  mind  to  dismiss  Sally  into 

1    Taffety.      Delicate,  dainty. 


MOUND   BY   THE   WAY  15 

poverty  and  bargained  for  delay  until  Aggett  had 
saved  money,  obtained  regular  occupation,  instead 
of  his  present  casual  trade,  and  arrived  at  a  worldly 
position  in  which  he  could  command  a  cottage  and 
thus  offer  his  wife  a  home  worthy  of  her. 

From  desultory  application  to  the  business  of  his 
dead  father — a  sort  of  work  in  which  he  had  never 
much  distinguished  himself — John  now  turned  his 
face  upon  the  problems  of  life  in  earnest,  and  sought 
employment  under  a  responsible  master.  His 
ambition  was  to  win  a  place  as  gamekeeper  or 
assistant  keeper  on  the  estates  of  the  manor  lord  ; 
but  he  lacked  the  necessary  qualifications  in  the 
opinion  of  those  who  knew  him ;  being  indeed 
strong  enough,  courageous  enough,  and  familiar 
enough  with  the  duties  of  such  a  calling,  but  having 
an  uncertain  temper,  by  nature  fiery  as  his  own 
freckled  skin  in  summer-time.  Finally,  his  physical 
strength  obtained  for  him  daily  work  and  weekly 
wage  at  Farmer  Chave's.  Into  the  establishment  of 
Believer  Barton  he  entered  and,  as  cowman,  began 
a  new  chapter  of  his  life. 

All  proceeded  prosperously  during  the  autumnal 
progress  of  his  romance.  John  gave  every  satisfac- 
tion, was  said  to  have  forgotten  his  way  to  the  sign 
of  the  "  Green  Man "  at  Postbridge,  and  certainly 
developed  unsuspected  capabilities  in  the  direction 
of    patience     and     self-control.     He   toiled    amain, 
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attracted  his  master's  regard   and  won  the  red-hot 
friendship  of  his  master's  son. 

This  youth,  by  name  Timothy,  returning  from 
his  apprenticeship  to  a  brewer  at  Plymouth  after 
a  futile  endeavour  to  master  that  profitable  business, 
decided  to  follow  in  his  father's  footsteps,  much 
to  the  elder's  disappointment.  Timothy  Chave 
elected  to  be  a  farmer,  however,  and  coming  home 
a  fortnight  before  Christmas,  he  devoted  his  days 
and  nights  to  the  pleasure  of  sport  as  a  prelimi- 
nary to  the  tremendous  application  he  promised 
when  the  new  year  should  come.  He  was  two  years 
younger  than  John  Aggett  and  a  youth  of  higher 
intelligence  and  finer  clay ;  but  he  found  in  John 
an  ideal  follower  by  flood  and  field.  There  came 
a  day,  one  week  before  the  Christmas  festival,  when 
for  particular  reasons  Tim  desired  a  heavy  bag. 
John  was  therefore  begged  off  his  farm  duties,  and 
the  young  men,  rising  by  starlight,  trod  the  high 
land  and  pressed  forward  before  dawn  towards 
Aggett's  familiar  haunts. 

Young  Chave,  a  lad  of  good  repute  and  handsome 
exterior,  had  learned  his  lessons  at  Blundell's  School, 
was  accounted  a  very  clever  youth,  and  held  in 
much  esteem  as  a  traveller  and  a  scholar  amidst 
the  natives  of  Postbridge.  His  mother  spoiled  him 
and  fooled  him  to  the  top  of  his  bent ;  his  father 
had  been  proud   of  him   until  the  lad's  recent  de- 
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termination   to  soar  no  higher   than   the   life  of  a 
countryman. 

This  present  excursion  bore  reference  to  a  special 
event,  as  has  been  said.  There  were  coming  from 
North  Devon  to  Believer  Barton,  for  the  holiday- 
season,  sundry  poor  cousins  of  the  Chaves.  On 
Christmas  Eve  they  would  arrive,  and,  as  a  certain 
pretty  damsel  of  seventeen  was  to  accompany  her 
elders,  Timothy's  generous  heart  determined  that 
moorland  delicacies  must  await  her,  if  his  right  arm, 
long  fowling-piece  and  liver-coloured  spaniel  could 
secure  them.  With  this  excuse  he  had  won  John 
Aggett  away  from  the  cow-byres,  and  together,  as 
day  broke,  they  passed  southward  to  Dartmeet,  held 
on  by  Combestone  Tor  and  presently  tramped  into 
the  lonely  and  desolate  fastnesses  of  Holne  Moor. 
Here,  with  cautious  passage  across  half-  frozen 
swamps,  the  sportsmen  sought  their  game. 

To  the  progress  of  that  day  no  part  of  this  narrative 
need  be  devoted  ;  suffice  it  that  we  meet  the  men 
again  coming  homeward  under  an  early,  universal 
twilight  and  a  cold  northern  wind.  In  certain  marshes, 
rumoured  to  send  forth  warm  springs  even  at  dead 
of  frosty  nights,  John  Aggett  had  found  good  sport, 
and  now  from  the  servant's  waist-girdle  a  big  bag 
bulged  with  two  brace  of  teal,  three  snipe,  two  wood- 
cock   and    a   hare.     Through   the   grey   promise   of 

coming  snow  they  pushed  homeward  where  the  wind 
c 
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wailed  a  sad  harmony  in  the  dead  heath,  and  all  the 
ground  was  very  hard  save  upon  the  black  bogs  that 
froze  not.  John  was  clad  as  the  Kurds  and  Moun- 
tain Syrians  to  this  day  ;  he  wore  a  sheep's  pelt 
with  the  hair  towards  his  body,  the  skin  turned  out. 
Arms  of  like  material  fitted  into  this  snug  vest,  and 
his  breeches  were  similarly  fashioned.  Timothy,  as 
he  faced  the  north  wind  booming  over  a  heather 
ridge,  envied  Aggett,  for  his  own  garments,  albeit 
stout  enough,  lacked  the  warmth  of  the  natural  skin. 

"  Colder  and  colder,"  he  said  ;  "  and  the  last  drop 
of  sloe  gin  drunk  and  five  good  miles  before  us 
yet." 

" 'Tis  so;  but  theer's  Gammer  Gurney's  cot  down- 
along  in  a  lew  place  under  Yar  Tor.  If  you  mind  to 
turn  out  of  the  way  a  bit,  'tis  certain  she'll  have 
gude,  heartening  liquors  hid  away,  though  how  she 
comes  by  the  fiery  stuff,  an'  the  tobacco  her  sells  in 
secret,  an  the  frill-de-dills  o'  precious  silks  an'  foreign 
lace-work  ban't  my  business  to  knaw." 

"  Good  !  We'll  pay  Gammer  a  visit.  My  father 
gets  many  a  gill  of  brandy  from  the  old  rascal." 

"In  league  wi'  the  Dowl  I  doubt." 

"  More  likely  with  the  smugglers.  Plenty  of 
cargoes  are  run  down  Teignmouth  way,  and  when 
they've  dodged  the  gaugers  and  made  a  good  haul, 
the  farther  they  take  their  wares  inland  the  better. 
She  pays  them  well,  be  sure." 
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"  She  do  awften  talk  'bout  a  sailor  son,  come  to 
think  on't" 

"  Ay,  many  and  many  a  sailor  son,  I  warrant  you  ! 
My  father  says  her  cognac  is  drink  for  the  gods; 
yet  if  they  are  pleased  to  make  him  a  Justice  of  the 
Peace,  then  he  will  adopt  different  measures  with 
Mother  Gurney,  for  a  man's  conscience  must  be  set 
above  his  stomach." 

"  Her  be  a  baggarin'  auld  sarpent  for  sartain,  an' 
goeth  through  the  air  on  a  birch  broom  or  awver  the 
sea  in  a  eggshell,  an'  many  such-like  devilries.  In 
times  past  I  judge  the  likes  o'  she  would  burn  for 
such  dark  wickednesses  ;  though  her  did  me  a  gude 
turn  once,  I'll  allow." 

While  speaking,  they  had  rounded  the  ragged  side 
of  Yar  Tor,  and  then  proceeding,  passed  to  the  north 
by  some  ancient  hut  circles  of  the  old  stone  men. 
Following  a  wall,  where  the  hill  sloped,  they  found 
themselves  confronted  with  the  bird's-eye  view  of  a 
lonely,  thatched  cottage.  Below  it  the  land  sank 
with  abruptness ;  before  the  entrance  extended  a 
square  patch  of  garden.  No  sign  of  life  marked  the 
spot;  but  as  the  men  climbed  down  a  pathway 
through  withered  fern,  they  aroused  a  bob-tailed, 
blue-eyed  sheep-dog  which  leapt,  gaunt  and  apelike, 
to  the  limit  of  its  tether  and  barked  wildly  at  the 
intruders.  A  naked  austerity,  a  transparent  innocence 
and  poverty  marked  the  spot  to  casual  eyes. 
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"  Down  these  winding  ways,  or  else  out  of  the 
woods  below,  come  Mother  Gurney's  '  sailor  sons ' 
with  their  packs  and  barrels  hid  under  innocent  peat 
and  rushes,  no  doubt,"  commented  Timothy. 

Then  John  Aggett  knocked  at  the  door  with  a 
modest  tap  and  young  Chave  noted  that  he  spat  over 
his  left  shoulder  before  doing  so. 

"  'Tis  plaguey  hard  to  be  upsides  wi'  a  witch,  I  do 
assure  'e  ;  but  she'm  a  wonnerful  clever  woman,  as  all 
in  these  paarts  do  very  well  knaw,"  confessed  John. 

Ill 

Gammer  Gurney  dwelt  quite  alone  and  none  had 
seen  the  alleged  mariner  her  son,  for  the  occasions  of 
his  visits  were  hidden  in  nocturnal  mystery.  Upon 
one  point  at  least  no  doubt  existed  :  the  dame  could 
vend  choicest  cognac  to  a  favoured  few  at  a  shilling 
a  pint ;  and  those  whom  it  concerned  also  knew  that 
no  such  tobacco  as  that  she  sold,  whether  for  smok- 
ing or  chewing,  might  be  otherwise  procured  nearer 
than  Exeter.  There  was  a  whisper,  too,  of  French 
silks  and  laces,  concerning  which  the  wives  of  the 
quality  could  have  told  a  tale ;  and  gossips  of  that 
district  were  prepared  to  swear  upon  the  Book  how 
more  than  once  in  moments  of  high  excitement 
Gammer  Gurney  had  uttered  words  and  whole 
sentences  of  words  in  a  heathen  tongue.  Yet,  despite 
her  powers  and  accomplishments,  she  always  went  her 
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humble  rounds  with  an  old  donkey  in  an  older  cart. 
Ostensibly  she  purchased  rags  and  bones  and  other 
waste  from  farm  kitchens;  and  those  who  knew  not  her 
peculiarities  and  pitied  her  lean  apparition  in  its  iron 
pattens,  old  sunbonnet  and  "  dandy-go-risset"  gown, 
would  give  her  cast-off  garments  and  orts  from  the 
table  to  keep  life  in  her.  Others,  better  informed, 
well  understood  what  was  hidden  in  the  donkey  cart, 
and  Gammer  came  as  an  honoured  if  a  secret  guest 
to  many  a  great  house  on  the  countryside.  Indeed 
half  a  hundred  sea-dogs  were  her  sons,  and  the 
smugglers  thought  a  ten-mile  tramp  over  Dartmoor 
no  hardship  when  the  Gammer's  great  discretion  and 
the  liberality  of  her  prices  for  matters  contraband 
came  to  be  considered.  In  addition  to  these  dark 
practices  Mother  Gurney  was  reputed  a  witch  in  her 
own  right,  but  a  witch  of  the  better  sort — a  white 
wonder-worker,  whose  marvellous  knowledge  enabled 
her  to  combat  the  black  necromancers  that  haunted 
Devon  in  those  days  to  the  detriment  of  honest  folk. 
Their  power  of  the  evil  eye ;  their  unpleasant  habit 
of  over-looking  innocent  men  and  women,  was 
quelled  and  crushed  by  Gammer's  stronger  if  less 
sinister  charms.  To  gain  private  ends,  she  fostered 
this  vulgar  opinion  concerning  her  accomplishments  ; 
was  much  rapt  in  secret  studies  and  claimed  wide 
skill  in  medicaments  and  cures  by  drug  and  amulet 
for  beast  and  man.     Recoveries,  indeed,  were  laid  at 
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her  door  with  frank  thankfulness  ;  though  whether 
the  moorland  herbs  and  rare  simples,  ostentatiously 
plucked  at  times  of  old  moons  and  eclipses,  were  to 
be  thanked  so  much  as  that  ingredient  of  strong 
French  brandy  which  entered  into  her  prescriptions, 
may  be  left  a  matter  of  conjecture. 

Upon  the  door  of  Gammer  Gurney's  mysterious 
home  John  Aggett  knocked,  then  a  little  nut-brown 
woman  opened  to  him,  nodded  without  affectation  ot 
superior  parts,  and  even  curtseyed  in  old-fashioned 
style  at  sight  of  Timothy. 

"Your  sarvant,  young  maister,"  she  said.  "Be 
pleased  to  step  in,  an'  you'm  welcome,  I'm  sure, 
though  'tis  the  home  of  poverty.  Rest  free,  if  that's 
your  errand — rest ;  an'  theer's  a  gude  cushioned 
chair  to  hold  'e  tu,  though  you  mightn't  count  to 
find  such  here." 

The  white  witch  had  no  peculiarities.  She  merely 
suggested  a  venerable  and  time-worn  body  whose 
life  had  not  lacked  tribulations  and  whose  tether 
must  be  near  at  hand.  But  her  dark  eyes  were  very 
bright  and  her  activity  of  body  was  still  apparent. 

Timothy  lolled  in  the  great  "grandfather"  chair 
and  a  red  peat  glow  flamed  on  his  leather  gaiters 
from  the  fire  ;  John  sat  near  the  door  with  a  wander- 
ing and  uneasy  eye,  ready  to  discover  mystery  and 
read  secrets  at  every  turn.  He  knew  that  to  ask 
openly  for  the  cordial  he  desired  had  been  to  make 
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a  hole  in  his  manners.     He  therefore  waited  for  his 
master  to  speak. 

Gammer  Gurney  mended  the  fire  and  chattered 
briskly. 

"  Theer'll  be  little  more  huntin'  'pon  the  high  Moor 
'fore  the  snaw  come.  An'  'tis  near  now.  It  be  given 
me  to  knaw  'bout  what  fashion  weather  us  may  look 
for  by  the  birds  an'  berries,  by  the  autumn  colour  of 
leaves,  by  tokens  hid  in  still  waters  an'  the  callin'  of 
the  cleeves." 

"  The  reds  was  in  the  sky  this  marnin',''  said  John, 
"  a  savage,  sulky  sunrise,  I  warn  'e." 

"  I  seed  un  ;  an'  a  terrible  braave  sight  of  snaw 
unshed  in  the  elements ;  an'  the  airth  ripe  for  it. 
Gert  snaw  an'  ice  be  comin',  wi'  sorrowful  deep  drifts 
an'  death  to  man  an'  beast,  an'  awfullest  floods  to 
follow  arter.  I've  knawn  this  many  days  an'  laid  in 
store  against  it." 

Timothy  now  saw  his  opportunity. 
"  And  I'm  going  to  add  to  that  store  if  you'll  let 
me.     There's  a  fine  hare  in  the  bag." 

"A  hare,  did  'e  say?  They'm  dark,  fanciful 
beasts,  an'  if  I  was  anything  but  a  honest  woman, 
I'd  not  touch  no  such  thing.  But  I  knaw  what 
I  knaw.     Wheer  did  'e  find  un  ? " 

"  I  shot  un,"  said  John,  dragging  the  animal  forth. 
"  Her  was  sittin'  aquott  under  a  tussock  nigh  Horn's 
Cross  on  Holne  Moor." 
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"  Then  'tis  a  pure,  natural  beast  \vi'  no  dark  tricks 
to  un,  if  'twas  theer.  A  witch  hare  wouldn't  go  in 
them  plaaces.  A  right  hare — sure  enough,  an'  heavy 
tu.  Thank  'e  kindly  ;  an'  if  you  comes  round  arter 
Christmas  I'll  cure  the  skin  for  'e,  Jan  Aggett. 
'Twill  make  a  proper  cap  against  the  hard  weather." 

John  scraped  and  offered  respectful  thanks  ;  then 
refreshments  became  the  subject  of  Timothy  Chave's 
speech. 

"  You  haven't  a  cup  of  milk  by  you,  mother?  I'm 
thirsty  as  a  fish." 

"  Milk — ess  fay  ;  but  none  for  you.  Ban't  drink 
for  grawed  men,  if  you  ax  me.  But  I've — well,  no 
call  to  name  it.  Yet  'tis  a  wholesome  sort  o'  tipple 
took  in  reason  an'  took  hot.  You  bide  here.  I'll  be 
back  direckly  minute." 

She  disappeared  through  a  low  door  at  the  side  of 
the  kitchen  and  locked  it  behind  her.  In  five  minutes 
she  returned  with  the  promised  refreshment  and 
poured  it  from  a  square,  earthenware  crock  into  two 
large  cups.  These  she  half  filled  with  brandy,  then 
added  hot  water  from  a  kettle,  and  finally  dropped 
a  lump  of  yellow  candy  into  each,  with  mingled 
spices  from  a  shining  black  box. 

"  'Twill  do  'e  a  power  o'  gude  an'  keep  away  evil 
an'  make  heroes  of  'e,"  declared  the  woman.  Then 
she  watched  the  drinking  men,  with  pleasure  in  her 
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bright  eyes,  and  showed  that  she  appreciated  their 
grunts  and  gurgles  of  satisfaction. 

"  Better'n  milk  ? "  she  said. 

"  A  godlike  brew  !  "  declared  Timothy  ;  and  John, 
who  had  waited  to  see  his  master  drink  first  before 
venturing  upon  the  witch's  gift,  now  gave  Gammer 
Gurney  the  compliments  of  the  blessed  season  with 
all  respect,  then  drained  the  last  drop  of  his  refresh- 
ment and  scraped  out  the  remaining  spice  and  sugar 
with  his  fingers. 

"  Sure  I  feels  like  a  mighty  man  o'  Scripture  com- 
pared to  what  I  was  a  bit  ago,"  he  declared,  as  the 
spirit  moved  him. 

"  You'd  make  your  fortune  if  you  set  up  a  sign  in 
a  city  and  sold  that  stuff  to  all  buyers,"  prophesied 
Timothy. 

"  I  wants  no  fortune,  Maister  Chave.  I  be  here, 
an  auld  sawl  well  thought  'pon  an'  wi'in  call  o' 
friends.  I  tell  no  tales  an'  breed  no  troubles,  an' 
what  goes  in  my  ear  doan't  come  out  at  my  mouth 
wi'  a  new  shape  to  it,  I  assure  'e.  No  tale-bearer 
me.    Tongue  an'  ear  strangers — that's  the  wise  way." 

"  You'm  wise  enough,  ma'am  ;  everybody  knaws 
that." 

"  Not  that  I  set  up  for  anything  above  my  neigh- 
bours, though  I  may  have  done  'em  a  gude  service 
here  an'  theer." 

"  A   many  of  'em — Lard,  He  knaws  how  many," 
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declared  John,  eagerly.  "  Taake  my  awn  case. 
Didn't  'e  tell  me  how  to  win  my  maid  for  a  silver 
sixpence,  an'  didn't  I  do  as  you  bid  an'  worrit  her 
marnin',  noon  an'  night  till  she  said  the  word  ?  An' 
didn't  Digory  Crampiron,  the  shepherd,  come  to  'e 
'pon  the  same  cause  an'  ax  what  fashion  woman  'twas 
as  he'd  best  pay  court  to?  An'  didn't  you  say  her'd 
be  a  dark  maid  ?  An'  sure  enough  dark  her  was ; 
an'  a  gude  wife  an'  mother  these  many  days  now." 

"  That's  the  thing  I'd  like  to  hear!"  cried  Timothy. 
"  Read  me  riddles,  Gammer.  Tell  me  my  fate  in 
marriage,  and  when  the  girl  is  coming,  and  what  she'll 
be  like.     Tell  me,  and  I'll  give  thee  a  golden  guinea!" 

Now  it  fell  out,  strangely  enough,  that  the  white 
witch  knew  certain  facts  hidden  from  her  ques- 
tioner— facts  that  none  the  less  concerned  him  in 
some  measure.  She  had  that  forenoon  visited  Bel- 
lever  Barton  to  find  the  household  of  the  farm  in 
some  confusion.  The  Christmas  guests  had  arrived 
three  days  earlier  than  they  were  expected,  that  cir- 
cumstance being  explained  by  an  opportunity  to 
travel  cheaply  to  Moretonhampstead  on  a  stage- 
coach, some  of  whose  passengers  had  failed  it.  From 
Moreton  to  Postbridge  was  no  great  matter,  and  the 
male  travellers  had  ridden  that  distance,  bringing  their 
luggage  on  a  packhorse  and  their  ladies  upon  pillions 
behind  them.  In  the  bustle  and  confusion  caused  by 
this   premature  advent,   Gammer   Gurney  was   kept 


MOUND   BY  THE   WAY  27 

waiting  in  the  buttery — treatment  very  rarely  ex- 
tended to  her  dignity.  But  this  delay  had  not  been 
wasted.  A  garrulous  housekeeper  explained  circum- 
stances to  the  old  woman  and  added  that  one  of  the 
newcomers,  a  girl  of  a  fair  face,  reserved  manners 
and  great  good  sense,  had  won  Farmer  Chave's  heart, 
and  was  by  him  secretly  destined  for  Timothy  with- 
out that  young  man's  knowledge.  This  maiden  the 
Gammer  had  seen  and  spoken  with  before  she  de- 
parted homewards  ;  but  as  for  Tim,  he  knew  nothing 
of  the  business.  Thus  it  may  be  guessed  what  excel- 
lent matter  for  a  prophecy  was  now  at  the  hand  of  the 
white  witch.  Indeed,  she  had  oftentimes  done  mira- 
cles in  the  public  esteem  with  less  promising  material. 
Nevertheless,  this  circumspect  woman  showed  no 
eagerness  to  take  young  Chave  at  his  word. 

"  Best  to  think  twice  'fore  you  ax  me  that,"  she 
answered.  "  'Tis  a  serious  deed,  boy,  and  not  to  be 
undertaken  in  a  light  spirit.  Mind  this  tu :  the 
truth  ban't  always  sweet  or  what  our  ears  are  best 
tuned  for  hearin'." 

Her  respectful  manner  vanished  upon  the  introduc- 
tion of  this  theme.  She  now  spoke  as  the  young 
man's  superior.  Timothy  was  not  frightened  from 
his  purpose,  however,  and  screwed  his  face  into 
solemnity.  Then  he  winked  behind  Gammer  Gurney's 
back  at  John  Aggett,  who,  knowing  well  how  witches 
have  eyes  behind  and  before,  doubted  not  that  the 
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action  had  been  observed  and  was  much  discomfited 
in  consequence. 

"  Here's   your   guinea,    mother ;    that'll   show  you 
I'm  in  solemn  earnest  upon  this  matter." 

The  wise  woman  instantly  swept  up  the  coin. 

"  If  you  will,  you  will,"  she  said. 

As  a  preliminary  to  the  fortune  reading,  two  rush 
candles  were  lighted  and  the  table  cleared.  Then 
upon  it  the  sibyl  drew  a  half  circle  with  black  char- 
coal and  spread  ancient  cards  round  the  circumfer- 
ence. Next  she  set  up  in  the  midst  a  lump  of  shining 
quartz,  of  the  sort  known  as  Cornish  crystal,  and  into 
a  natural  cup  within  this  stone  she  poured  the  black 
contents  of  a  small,  strangely  shaped  bottle.  Now, 
bidding  them  be  silent  and  motionless,  with  impene- 
trable gravity  she  went  upon  her  knees  beside  the 
table  and  so  remained  for  a  long  five  minutes. 
Sometimes  she  gabbled  to  herself,  sometimes  she  set 
her  hands  upon  a  conjunction  of  the  outspread  cards; 
but  her  eyes,  as  it  appeared,  never  closed  for  a 
moment  and  never  for  a  moment  wandered  from  the 
little  black  lake  in  the  quartz  discerning-glass. 

John,  deeply  impressed,  sat  with  his  mouth  open  ; 
and  even  the  scholar  felt  his  scepticism  waning  a  trifle. 

Presently  Gammer  Gurney  began  to  talk,  and  after 
much  moonshine  and  a  whole  rigmarole  of  promises, 
predictions  and  cautions,  the  witch  broke  off  and 
scanned  the  crystal  with  increased  intensity. 
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"  Terrible  coorious !  "  she  murmured  in  an  audible 
aside.  "  No  such  thing  as  this  ever  happened 
afore,  I  should  judge.  What's  the  day  of  the 
month  ? " 

"  Eighteen  of  December,"  said  John. 

"  Exacally  so  !  An'  if — theer  !  Of  all  straange 
fallings-out ! " 

She  gazed  blankly  at  her  guest  until  Timothy, 
despite  his  education  at  Blundell's,  grew  a  little 
uncomfortable. 

"  Well,  well,  what's  amiss,  mother  ?  Out  with  it  for 
good  or  ill.  What  pitfall  is  waiting  for  me — an  early 
marriage  ? " 

"  A  maiden  be  waitin'  for  'e,  Timothy  Chave ;  an' 
this  very  day — a  grey-eyed  young  girl  wi'  bright  hair 
an'  cherry  lips — this  day — by  picture  an'  by  crystal ! 
She'm  nearer  than  the  coming  snow — she'm  at  your 
elbow,  man  !  Ess  fay,  first  young  woman  as  you  see 
an'  speak  with  come  the  owl-light — her  an'  none 
other  will  be  your  lifelong  mate  ! " 

"  Merciful  to  me !  'Tis  most  owl-light  now ! " 
gasped  John  Aggett. 

"  By  St.  George  and  the  dragon  too,  I'm  near  my 
fate  then !  Up  and  off,  John  !  I'll  see  my  bride 
before  nightfall.     Come  on." 

The  woman  huddled  up  her  cards,  cleaned  the 
table,  and  poured  the  black  liquid  into  the  fire. 
Timothy  was  eager  to  be  gone,  and  now  took  an 
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abrupt  leave  of  his  soothsayer  ;  while  as  for  Gammer 
Gurney,  she  stood  like  one  in  a  dream  and  regarded 
Tim  with  vacant  eyes.  It  was  her  custom  thus  to 
appear  elevated  in  the  spirit  after  exercise  of  her 
remarkable  gifts.  So  they  left  her  at  her  cottage 
door  and  started  for  home  at  a  good  pace.  The 
fresh  air  contributed  much  to  blow  superstition  out  of 
Timothy's  mind  ;  but  his  companion  continued  taci- 
turn and  was  evidently  impressed  by  what  he  had 
seen  and  heard. 

"  She  gave  I  goose-flesh  down  the  spine,  for  all  her 
outlandish  fiery  drink,"  he  said. 

"  You're  a  fool,  John  ;  an'  I'm  a  greater.  A  good 
guinea  wasted." 

Nearing  home,  they  turned  off  the  Moor,  passed 
the  cottage  of  Aggett's  mother,  and  proceeded  along 
the  hill.  Then  it  was  that  John,  desiring  to  shift  the 
game-bag  from  his  girdle  to  his  shoulder,  hung  back 
some  forty  paces.  His  fingers  were  cold  and  the 
buckle  was  stiff;  his  master  therefore  gained  upon 
him  and,  passing  the  corner  of  a  plantation,  went  out 
of  sight.  Mending  his  pace  to  overtake  the  other, 
John  heard  hidden  voices,  the  hour  then  being  dusk  ; 
and,  a  moment  later,  coming  round  the  corner  of  the 
woodlands,  he  saw  Timothy  Chave  in  conversation 
with  a  woman.  She  was  clad  in  scarlet  flannel  even 
to  the  snug  hood  round  her  ears,  and  her  figure  shone 
brightly  through  the  gloaming. 
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He  heard  words  half  laughing,  half  annoyed,  in  the 
girl's  uplifted  voice. 

"  Who  be  glazin'  at  then  ?  Make  way,  caan't  'e  ? 
Do  'e  think  I  be  a  ghost  out  the  wood  ?  " 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it!  A  good  fairy  more  likely.  And 
forgive  me ;  I  wanted  so  much  to  hear  you  speak." 

"  You'm  a  very  impident  chap  then,  for  all  your 
gert  gashly  gun  awver  your  shoulder  ! " 

The  woman  passed  Timothy  light-footed,  then, 
turning  quickly  down  a  lane,  she  disappeared,  just  as 
John  joined  his  master.  The  young  man  was  in  an 
extremity  of  excitement. 

"  Good  God  !  Did  you  see  her — that  red  girl  ? 
An'  after  what  the  hag  said  !  Her  eyes,  man  !  Eyes 
like  stars  in  the  dark  and  a  voice  like  the  wood 
doves  !  I  came  straight  upon  her  peeping  out  of  her 
red  hood,  like  the  queen  of  pixies !  Who  is  she, 
John?  Who's  her  father?  And  where  has  she  van- 
ished to  ?  Speak  if  you  know.  'Tis  a  marvellous 
miracle  of  a  thing  that  I  should  meet  her  in  this  way. 
I  could  swear  I  was  dreaming ;  yet  I'm  as  much 
awake  as  she  was  alive.  Who  in  the  name  of  wonder 
is  she  ?     Speak  if  you  know." 

"  She'm  a  maiden  by  the  name  of  Sarah  Belworthy, 
darter  o'  Smith  Belworthy ;  an'  she'm  tokened  to 
me,"  said  Aggett,  stolidly. 
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IV 

John's  announcement  awoke  a  laugh  in  the  younger 
man,  and  Timothy  dismissed  the  subject  with  a  sort 
of  lame  apology  ;  but  the  other  remained  dumb  after 
his  assertion,  and  few  more  words  passed  between 
them.  Aggett,  however,  burnt  within,  for  the  recent 
incident  had  caused  him  infinite  uneasiness  and  alarm. 
To  allay  these  emotions  he  hastened  to  the  home  of 
Sarah  as  soon  as  his  duties  at  the  farm  were  ended, 
and  there,  before  her  parents,  rated  her  in  round 
terms  for  speaking  to  a  strange  man  under  the  dark- 
ness. The  girl's  mother  heard  of  what  had  happened 
with  secret  interest;  Sarah  herself  laughed,  then 
cried,  and  finally  made  her  peace  with  many  promises 
that  no  light  action  in  this  sort  should  ever  again  be 
brought  against  her.  Of  the  white  witch  and  the 
prediction  John  did  not  speak  ;  and  though  he  re- 
turned to  his  loft  above  the  cows  a  comforted  man, 
yet,  in  the  hours  of  night,  fear  and  foreboding  gripped 
his  heart  again  and  frank  terror  at  the  shadow  of  an 
awful  catastrophe  made  him  toss  and  sweat  in  the 
darkness.  Twice  he  rose  and  prayed  childish  prayers 
that  his  mother  had  taught  him.  They  were  nothing 
to  the  purpose,  yet  he  trusted  that  they  might  call 
the  Almighty's  attention  to  him  and  his  difficulties. 
So  he  lay  awake  and  scratched  his  head  and  puzzled 
his  scanty  brains  with  what  the  future  held  hidden. 
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As  for  Timothy,  the  splendid  twilight  vision  of 
Sarah  in  her  red  array  was  by  no  means  dimmed  by 
the  subsequent  appearance  of  his  own  fair  kins- 
woman. A  first  fiery  love  had  dawned  in  him,  and 
the  romantic  circumstances  attending  its  awakening 
added  glamour  to  the  charm  of  mystery.  Already  he 
almost  granted  Gammer  Gurney  a  measure  of  the 
powers  she  pretended  to.  Aggett's  statement  had 
iced  his  ardour  for  a  while ;  but  a  bitter-sweet  yearn- 
ing and  unrest  grew  again  after  the  cowman  was 
gone — grew  gigantic  to  the  shutting  out  of  all  other 
things  feminine ;  and  Sarah's  grey  eyes,  not  his 
little  cousin's,  were  the  lamps  that  lighted  Timothy's 
midnight  pillow. 

In  the  morning  he  gave  himself  great  store  of 
practical  and  sensible  advice.  He  told  himself  that 
he  was  too  good  a  sportsman  to  interfere  with 
another's  game  and  poach  on  another's  preserve ; 
and  he  assured  himself  that  he  was  too  excellent  a 
son  to  fall  in  love  with  a  blacksmith's  daughter  and 
sadden  his  mother's  declining  days.  He  laughed  at 
himself,  and,  when  he  met  John  after  breakfast,  spoke 
no  more  of  the  incident.  He  grew  self-righteous 
toward  noon  and  was  secretly  proud  of  himself  for 
having  withstood  the  fascination  of  Sarah  Belworthy's 
face  and  voice  with  such  conspicuous  ease.  He  told 
his  conscience  that  the  fancy  was  already  dead  ;  he 
felt  that  it  would   be  interesting  to    meet  the   girl 
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again  ;  and  he  assured  himself  that  her  image  in  full, 
garish  daylight  must  doubtless  fall  far  below  the 
perfection  that  it  suggested  half  veiled  under  coming 
darkness.  During  that  afternoon  he  marvelled  a 
little  at  his  own  restlessness,  then  sought  occupation 
and  decided  that  it  would  be  well  to  have  his  horse's 
shoes  roughed.  He  knew  under  this  explicit  deter- 
mination lurked  implicit  desire  to  see  the  father  of 
Sarah  Belworthy,  but  he  did  not  give  his  mind 
time  to  accuse  him.  He  looked  to  his  horse  himself; 
he  was  very  busy  and  whistled  and  addressed  those 
he  knew  about  him,  as  he  trotted  down  to  the  smithy, 
feebly  trying  to  deceive  himself. 

A  black  cavern  gaped  out  on  the  grey  day,  and 
from  within  came  chime  of  anvil  and  hoarse  breath 
of  bellows.  But  it  was  not  the  spluttering  soft  red- 
hot  iron  that  caught  Tim's  eye.  A  lurid  figure  ap- 
peared and  disappeared  like  magic  as  each  pulse  of 
the  bellows  woke  a  flame  that  lighted  up  the  forge. 
This  vision  now  gleamed  in  the  blaze,  then  faded  as 
the  fire  faded,  and  Timothy  knew  it  for  his  pixie 
queen  of  the  preceding  night.  Such  an  unexpected 
incident  unnerved  him ;  for  a  brief  moment  he 
thought  of  riding  on  ;  but  he  had  already  drawn  rein 
and  now  dismounted,  his  heart  throbbing  like  the 
fire. 

Sarah  had  brought  her  father  some  refreshments 
from  home,  and  was  amusing  herself,  as  she  had  often 
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done  before,  with  the  great  leathern  bellows,  while  a 
lad  worked  at  the  anvil  and  the  smith  rested  from  his 
labour  and  ate  and  drank. 

Smith  Belworthy  gloried  more  than  common  in 
two  possessions — his  daughter  and  his  bass  viol. 
Sometimes  he  mentioned  one  first,  sometimes  the 
other.  To-day,  having  greeted  Tim  with  great  friend- 
ship and  not  forgetting  the  incident  of  the  previous 
night,  he  bid  Sarah  step  forward,  much  to  her  mortifi- 
cation, and  drew  young  Chave's  attention  to  her  as 
though  she  had  been  some  item  in  an  exhibition. 

"  My  darter,  young  sir,  Sally  by  name.  Theer's  a 
bowerly  maid  for  'e !  An'  so  gude  as  she'm  purty  ; 
an'  so  wise  as  she'm  gude  most  times.  Awnly  eigh- 
teen year  auld,  though  all  woman,  I  assure  'e.  But 
tokened,  maister — tokened  to  a  sandy-headed  giant 
by  name  of  Jan  Aggett — her  awnly  silly  deed,  I 
reckon." 

"  The  best  fellow  in  the  world,"  said  Timothy. 

"  Maybe,  but  who  be  gude  enough  for  the  likes  o' 
she?  My  li'l  rose  of  Sharon  her  be  ;  an'  the  husband 
as  I'd  have  chose  should  have  been  somebody,  'stead 
of  nobody.  But  theer  she  is,  an'  I  lay  you've  never 
seed  a  purtier  piece  in  all  your  travels,  have  'e  now  ?  " 

The  blacksmith  grinned  affectionately,  held  Sarah's 
arm  in  his  grimy  grip  and  surveyed  his  daughter  as 
he  had  gazed  upon  some  prize  beast  or  a  triumph  of 
the  anvil. 
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"  Doan't  heed  un,"  burst  out  Sally,  her  grey  eyes 
clouded  and  her  face  as  red  as  her  gown.  "  Never 
did  no  girl  have  such  a  gert  gaby  of  a  faither  as  me. 
His  wan  goose  be  a  royal  swan,  an'  he  do  reckon  all 
the  countryside  must  see  wi'  his  silly  eyne  an'  think 
same  as  him — fond  auld  man  ! " 

The  cold  light  of  day  and  the  forge-glow  struck 
her  face  alternately  as  she  moved.  Young  Chave 
was  a  man  and  not  a  stock  or  a  stone.  Therefore 
he  seized  the  hour  and  answered  her  remark. 

"  You  shouldn't  blame  your  father  for  telling  the 
truth,  young  mistress,"  he  said.  "  Even  though  it 
suit  you  not  to  hear  it.  Yet  when  'tis  so  pleasant 
and  so  generally  accepted,  it  might  well  be  agreeable 
to  you." 

"  Theer's  butivul  scholar's  English,"  chuckled  Mr. 
Belworthy ;  "  theer's  high  gen'leman's  language,  an' 
the  case  in  a  nutshell !  " 

Sarah  grew  shy  and  uncomfortable.  Angry  she 
could  not  be  before  Tim's  compliments,  and  how  to 
answer  him  without  contradicting  him  she  did  not 
know.     So  she  turned  to  her  father  instead. 

"  Be  gwaine  to  eat  an'  drink  up  your  food  or  ban't 
'e,  faither  ?  " 

"  All  in  gude  time.  I've  got  to  rough  the  young 
gen'leman's  horse's  shoes  fust." 

"  Be  in  no  hurry,"  said  Tim.     "  I  can  wait  awhile." 
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"  I  can't  then,"  declared  Sarah,  ungraciously,  and  so 
marched  off  in  a  fine  flutter  of  mingled  emotions. 

Mr.  Behvorthy  looked  up  from  the  hoof  between 
his  knees  and  winked  with  great  significance  at 
Timothy. 

"  Kittle  cattle — eh  ?  Look  at  the  walk  of  her ! 
Theer  ban't  another  girl  this  side  Dartymoor  as 
travels  like  that.  'Tis  light  as  a  bird,  an'  you'd  doubt 
if  her'd  leave  a  footprint  'pon  new-fallen  snow." 

"  So  Diana  walked,"  declared  Tim. 

"Did  her?  A  Plymouth  maiden,  I  s'pose?" 
asked  Mr.  Behvorthy,  with  simulated  indifference. 

"  No — a  goddess  of  ancient  times — just  a  moon- 
beam shadow,  you  know.  Not  a  splendid  flesh  and 
blood  beauty  like  your  daughter." 

There  was  no  sound  but  the  rasping  of  the  file ; 
then  Behvorthy  spoke  again. 

"  Tokened  to  a  man  as'll  never  rise  much  beyond 
Believer  Barton  cow-yard — that's  the  mischief  of  it. 
Her,  as  might  have  looked  so  high,  seein'  as  the 
body  of  her  an'  the  faace  of  her  be  what  they  be. 
Not  a  word  'gainst  the  chap,  mind.  Brains  is  the 
gift  of  God,  to  be  given  or  held  back  according  to 
His  gude  pleasure." 

"Such  a  clever  girl,  too,  I'll  warrant.  What  did 
she  see  in  John  Aggett,  I  wonder  ?  " 

"  Clever  in  a  way,  though  not  so  full  of  wit  as  my 
cheel  might  have  been  prophesied.     Me  bein'  gener- 
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ally  reckoned  a  man  of  might  on  the  bass  viol  Sun- 
days. But  Sally's  just  Sally,  an'  I  wouldn't  change  an 
eyelash  of  her.  Power  over  musical  instruments 
ban't  given  to  women-kind,  I  reckon ;  though  for 
plain  singin'  wi'  other  maidens  in  a  plaace  o'  wor- 
ship, she'm  a  tower  o'  strength.  An'  she  be  just 
a  polished  corner  o'  the  temple  prayer-times,  no 
matter  what  gentlefolks  comes  theer.  As  to  why 
she  took  on  wi'  Jan,  I  lay  her  couldn't  give  'e  reasons 
any  more'n  me.  But  so  'tis,  an'  though  it  mayn't 
never  come  to  axing  out  in  church,  yet  lovers  be 
stubborn  in  their  awn  conceits.  An'  so — you  being 
Farmer  Chave's  awn  son  an'  heir — might,  if  you  was 
that  way  minded,  up  an'  say  a  word  for  Jan." 

"  So  I  will  then.     He's  a  right  good  fellow." 

"  'Tis  the  season  o'  herald  angels,  when  hearts  are 
warm,  you  see.  An'  six  shillin'  a  week  do  taake 
a  terrible  long  time  to  goody.  Of  course,  Jan  gets 
cider,  an'  corn  at  market  price  tu  ;  yet  wi'out  offence 
'tis  tail  corn  most  times  an'  not  stomachable — stuff 
as  doan't  harden  muscle." 

"  My  father  would  never  give  his  men  tail  corn," 
cried  Timothy,  indignantly. 

"Wouldn't  he?  Then  I  was  wrong.  I  wouldn't 
go  against  un  for  all  the  tin  hid  on  Dartymoor.  But 
theer  'tis.  I  doan't  see  how  the  man's  gwaine  to 
save  against  a  wife  an'  fam'ly  unless  his  wage  be 
bettered.     An'  I  don't  want  to  see  my  darter  grow 
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into  an  auld  virgin  mumphead  while  he's  tryin'  to 
scrape  brass  enough  to  give  her  a  home.  Tis  wisht 
work  such  waitin'." 

"  I'll  not  forget  John  Aggett.  He's  a  very  well- 
meaning  man,  and  honest,  and  a  splendid  shot." 

"  So  he  is  then,  an'  a  gude  shot  as  you  say,  though 
I'll  alius  be  sorry  as  he  brought  down  my  li'l  bird." 

"If  she  loves  him,  'twill  fall  out  all  right,  you 
know,  Belworthy." 

"If  love  could  taake  the  place  o'  victuals  an'  a 
stone  cottage  an'  a  snug  peat  hearth,  it  might  fall  out 
right ;  but  I'm  sorry  for  the  maiden's  love  as  have 
got  to  burn  at  full  pitch  o'  heat  year  arter  year  wi' 
marriage  no  nearer.  'Tis  a  withering  thing  for  a  girl 
to  love  on,  knawin'  in  her  secret  heart  as  each  winter 
doan't  pass  awver  her  for  nought  but  leaves  its  awn 
touch  o'  coldness  an'  greyness.  She  hides  it  from 
the  man,  o'  course — from  everyone  else  tu,  for  that 
matter, — but  'tis  with  her  all  the  seasons  through  an' 
dims  her  eye,  an'  furrows  her  smooth  young  forehead 
at  night-times  unbeknawnst  to  them  that  love  her 
best." 

Timothy  doubted  not  that  the  blacksmith  spoke 
truth,  then  he  trotted  off  up  the  hill,  and  without  set 
purpose  overtook  Sarah  on  her  way  home.  Her 
voice  and  the  frankness  of  her  face  thrilled  him  as 
she  smiled  shyly,  her  temper  gone.  Again  she  chid 
him  for  listening  to  her  parent's  nonsense,  and  he 
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tried  to  assume  a  friendly,  fatherly  manner  toward 
her,  and  failed.  The  girl  made  his  blood  burn  and 
his  hand  shake  on  his  horse's  mane.  His  breath 
came  short,  his  eyes  grew  bright  and  only  with  diffi- 
culty did  he  arrest  a  frantic,  reckless  petition  for  a 
kiss  at  any  cost.  Perhaps  such  an  abrupt  and  vol- 
canic climax  had  been  best;  but  he  restrained  him- 
self, swallowed  his  ardour  and  became  humble  before 
her.  Seeing  that  she  preferred  this  attitude,  he  sank 
to  servility ;  then,  rating  him  for  wasting  his  time 
and  her  own,  she  turned  away  hard  by  her  cottage 
door,  and  he,  without  formal  farewell,  walked  his 
horse  onward  all  a-dreaming.  Sarah,  too,  was  not 
unmoved,  but  she  hid  her  emotion  and  was  glad  that 
neither  her  mother's  nor  any  other  pair  of  eyes  had 
seen  her  with  young  Chave. 

Timothy  met  the  third  party  to  that  unfolding 
drama  as  he  proceeded  on  to  the  Moor.  Then  came 
John  Aggett  with  an  anxious  face  looking  out  upon 
the  world  above  his  pale  beard.  The  labourer 
stopped  Tim  and  in  broken  sentences — like  a  child 
that  wrestles  to  describe  new  things  within  his  ex- 
perience but  beyond  his  vocabulary — strove  clumsily 
to  express  a  mental  upheaval  which  he  lacked  words 
to  display.  He  made  it  clear,  however,  that  he  was 
in  a  great  turmoil  of  mind  and  much  driven  by  fear 
of  appearances  in  connection  with  Gammer  Gurney's 
predictions  of  the  previous  night. 
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"  I  be  just  come  from  speech  with  the  old  woman, 
and  can't  say  as  'twas  sense  or  yet  nonsense  I  got  out 
of  her.  She  kept  a  close  watch  on  her  lips,  'peared 
to  me ;  but  her  eyes  threatened  bad  things  an'  her 
weern't  at  ease.  '  What  will  happen,  will  happen,' 
she  sez  to  me ;  an'  at  the  fust  utterance  it  seemed  a 
deep  sayin',  yet,  come  to  think  on't,  'twas  a  thing 
known  so  well  to  me  as  she." 

"  Why  did  you  go  to  her  ? "  enquired  Timothy, 
knowing  without  need  of  answer. 

"'Bout  last  night.  Couldn't  banish  it  from  my 
head  what  her  said  as  to  your  sweetheart.  So  I  went 
an'  telled  her  how  you  met  my  Sarah  an'  axed  her  if 
that  corned  in  the  spell,  seein'  the  girl  were  tokened 
to  another  man.  An'  she  said  as  it  might  be  or 
might  not  be,  because  the  spoken  word  remained  an' 
was  no  more  to  be  called  back  again  than  last  year's 
primrosen.  Then  I  axed  her  what  her  view  of  it 
might  be,  an'  she  up  an'  said  what  I  told  'e  :  '  What 
will  happen,  will  happen.'  Arter  that  I  grew  hot  an' 
said  any  fule  knowed  so  much,  an'  she  turned  round 
'pon  me  like  a  dog  you've  trod  on  by  mistake,  an' 
her  eyes  glinted  like  shinin'  steel,  an'  I  reckoned  she 
was  gvvaine  to  awverlook  me  theer  an'  then.  So  I 
cleared  out  of  it." 

"  What  happens,  happens,  because  it  must.  That's 
all  right  enough,  John.     And  things  won't  fall  out 
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differently  because  we  take  thought  and  pine  about 


em. 


"  I  be  keepin'  comp'ny,  an'  it  may  be  a  sort  o' 
state  as  blinds  the  eyes,"  said  Aggett,  humbly.  "  I 
trust  'e  in  this  thing — you'm  a  gen'leman,  an'  wiser'n 
me,  as  be  a  mere  zawk  for  brains  alongside  you. 
But  theer  'tis,  she'm  my  awn  maid,  an'  if  the  'mazin' 
butivul  looks  of  her  have  fired  'e,  then,  as  you'm  a 
gude  man,  so  I  pray  you'll  be  at  trouble  not  to  see 
her  no  more.  'Tis  very  well  to  say  what  must  fall, 
must ;  but  the  future  did  ought  to  be  a  man's  sarvant, 
I  reckon,  not  his  master." 

"  That's  not  philosophic,  John." 

"  Anyway,  if  theer's  danger  in  my  maid  to  you,  then 
turn  your  back  upon  her.  I  sez  it  wi'  all  respects  as 
man  to  master ;  an'  as  man  to  man,  I'll  say  more,  an' 
bid  you  be  a  man  an'  look  any  way  but  that.  Ess 
fay,  I  sez  it,  though  not  worthy  to  hold  a  cannel  to 
'e.     An'  what's  more,  I  trust  'e." 

To  Timothy's  relief  John  did  not  delay  for  an 
answer  to  his  exhortation,  but  proceeded  upon  his 
way.  So  they  parted,  by  curious  chance,  at  that 
spot  where  to-day  there  rise  the  mound  and  aged 
thorn.  The  Moor  was  of  a  uniform  and  sullen  iron 
colour  under  a  sky  of  like  hue  but  paler  shade.  The 
north  wind  still  blew,  but  the  clouds  were  lower, 
denser  and  heavy  with  snow.  Even  as  Aggett  went 
down  the  hill  and  his  rival  proceeded  upward,  there 
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came  fluttering  out  of  the  grey,  the  first  scattered 
flakes  of  a  long-delayed  downfall.  They  floated 
singly,  wide-scattered  on  the  wind ;  others  followed  ; 
here  a  monstrous  fragment,  undulating  like  a  feather, 
capsized  in  the  invisible  currents  of  the  air.  Then 
the  swarm  thickened  and  hurried  horizontally  in 
puffs  and  handfuls.  The  clean  black  edges  of  the 
distant  Moor  were  now  swept  and  softened  with 
a  mist  of  falling  snow ;  aloft,  thicker  and  faster, 
came  the  flakes,  huddling  and  leaping  out  of  nothing- 
ness and  appearing  as  dark  grey  specks  against  the 
lighter  sky.  Presently  indication  of  change  marked 
the  world,  and  a  glimmer  of  virgin  white  under  on- 
coming gloom  outlined  sheep  tracks  and  made 
ghostly  the  grey  boulders  of  the  Moor.  By  night- 
fall the  great  snow  had  fairly  begun,  and  blinding 
blizzards  were  screaming  over  the  Moor  on  the 
wings  of  a  gale  of  wind. 


V 

Before  the  snows  melted  and  the  first  month  of 
the  new  year  had  passed  by,  John  Aggett  and  his 
master's  son  were  friends  no  more. 

Of  Timothy  it  may  be  recorded  that  he  fought 
fiercely,  then  with  waning  strength,  and  finally  suc- 
cumbed and  lost  his  battle.  By  slow  degrees  his 
intimacy   with     Sarah    grew.     Neither    sought    the 
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other ;  but  love  dragged  them  together.  The  man 
hid  it  from  his  small  world,  or  fancied  that  he  did 
so ;  the  girl  blushed  in  secret  and  knew  that  what 
she  had  mistaken  for  love  was  mere  attachment — an 
emotion  as  far  removed  from  her  affection  for 
Timothy  as  the  bloodless  moonbeams  from  the 
flush  of  a  rosy  sunrise.  A  time  came,  and  that 
quickly,  when  she  could  deceive  herself  no  longer, 
and  she  knew  that  her  life  hung  on  her  lover,  while 
the  other  man  was  no  more  than  a  sad  cloud  upon 
the  horizon  of  the  future. 

Frosts  temporarily  retarded  the  thaw,  and  Timothy 
and  Sarah  walked  together  at  evening  time  in  a  great 
pine  wood.  A  footpath,  ribbed  and  fretted  with 
snakelike  roots,  extended  here,  and  moving  along  it 
they  sighed,  while  the  breath  of  the  great  trees  bore 
their  suspirations  aloft  into  the  scented  silence. 
One  band  of  orange  light  hung  across  the  west  and 
the  evening  star  twinkled  diamond-bright  upon  it, 
while  perpendicularly  against  the  splendour  sprang 
the  lines  of  pine  trunks,  dimmed  aloft  with  network 
of  broken  and  naked  boughs,  merging  above  into  a 
sombre  crown  of  accumulated  foliage.  Cushions  of 
dead  needles  were  crisp  under  foot,  and  the  whisper 
of  growing  ice  tinkled  on  the  ear. 

"  'Tis  vain  to  lie — at  least  to  you  an'  to  myself. 
I  love  'e,  Tim  ;  I  love  'e  wi'  all  my  poor  heart — all — 
all  of  it." 
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Her  breath  left  her  red  lips  in  a  little  cloud  and 
she  hung  her  head  hopelessly  down. 

"God  can  tell  why  such  cruel  things  happen, 
dearest.     Yet  you  loved  him  too — poor  chap." 

"  Never.  'Tis  the  difference  'tween  thinkin'  an' 
knowin' — a  difference  wide  as  the  Moor.  I  never 
knowed  love ;  I  never  knowed  as  theer  was  such 
a  —  but  this  be  wicked  talk.  You've  winned  the 
solemn  truth  out  o'  me ;  an'  that  must  content  'e. 
I  never  could  ax  un  to  give  me  up — him  so  gude  an' 
workin'  that  terrible  hard  to  make  a  home  for  me." 

"  What  will  the  home  be  when  you've  got  it  ? 
Some  might  think  it  was  better  that  one  should 
suffer  instead  of  two." 

"  I  couldn't  leave  him,  out  of  pity." 

"  You  must  think  of  yourself,  too,  Sarah — if  not 
of  me.  I  hate  saying  so,  but  when  your  life's  salva- 
tion hangs  on  it,  who  can  be  dumb?  John  Aggett's 
a  big-hearted,  honest  man  ;  yet  he  hasn't  our  deep 
feelings  ;  it  isn't  in  him  to  tear  his  heart  to  tatters 
over  one  woman  as  I  should." 

"  Us  can't  say  what  deeps  a  man  may  have  got  hid 
in  him." 

"Yes,  but  we  can — in  a  great  measure.  John's 
not  subtle.  He's  made  of  hard  stuff  and  sensible 
stuff.  I'll  fathom  him  at  any  rate.  It  must  be  done. 
He  shall  know.  God  forgive  me  —  and  yet  I  don't 
blame  myself  very   much.     I    was  not  free — never 
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since  you  came  into  my  life  and  filled  it  up  to  the 
brim.  He  saw  the  danger.  I  confess  that.  He 
warned  me,  an'  I  bade  him  fear  nothing.  I  was 
strong  in  my  own  conceit.  Then  this  happened. 
The  thing  is  meant  to  be  ;  I  know  it  at  the  bottom 
of  my  being.  It  was  planned  at  creation  and  we 
cannot  alter  it  if  we  would." 

" 'Tis  well  to  say  that;  but  I  reckon  poor  Jan 
thought  the  same?" 

"  I'll  see  him  ;  I'll  speak  with  him  man  to  man. 
He  must  give  you  up.  Oh,  if  I  could  change  places 
with  him  and  find  myself  a  labourer  just  toiling  to 
make  a  home  for  you,  I'd  thank  the  Lord  on  my 
knees ! " 

"  I  wish  I'd  never  seen  either  of  'e,  for  I've  awnly 
made  the  both  of  'e  wretched  men.  Better  I'd  never 
drawed  breath  than  bring  this  gert  load  of  sorrow 
upon  you  an'  him." 

"  You  can't  help  it  ;  you're  innocent,  and  the 
punishment  must  not  fall  upon  your  shoulders.  You 
love  me  better  than  Aggett ;  and  that  he  must  know 
in  justice  to  himself — and  us." 

"  Then  his  life  be  ruined  an'  his  cup  bitter  for  all 
time." 

"  I  don't  think  so,  Sarah.  You  misjudge  him.  And 
even  if  this  must  be,  it  is  only  Fate.  I  will  speak  to 
him  to-night." 

"  Leave  it  a  little  while.     I'm  fearful  to  trembling 
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when  I  think  of  it.  Tis  I  must  tell  him,  not  you. 
Tis  I  must  tell  him  I'm  not  faithful  an'  beg  for  for- 
giveness from  him.  An'  if  he  struck  me  down  an' 
hurted  me — if  he  killed  me — I'd  say  'twas  awnly  fair 
punishment." 

"  He  never  would  lift  a  finger,  even  in  his  rage." 
"Jan?     Never — never.     A  fiery  soul,  but  so  soft- 
hearted  as  a   li'l  cheel.     Ess  fay,  'tis    from    me  he 
should  hear  it,  if  he  must." 

"  It  would  be  better  that  I  should  do  this." 
Before  they  reached  the  stile,  that  stood  under 
the  great  beech  tree,  each  loving  coward  had  prayed 
the  other  to  leave  the  task  alone ;  and  finally  both 
promised  to  do  nothing  for  a  short  space.  Then 
into  the  light  they  came,  and  Sarah,  glancing  up- 
ward, saw  dim  letters  and  a  lovers'  knot  like  sad 
eyes  staring  from  the  tree  trunk. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  there  existed  no  great  need 
to  impress  the  situation  upon  John  Aggett.  The 
man,  if  slow-witted,  was  not  blind  and,  indeed,  agile 
enough  of  intellect  where  Sarah  was  concerned.  For 
many  days  he  had  hesitated  to  read  the  change  in 
her.  His  visits  to  her  had  been  marked  by  gloomy 
fits  of  taciturnity,  by  short  speeches,  abrupt  leave- 
takings,  by  distrust  in  his  eyes,  by  rough  mumbled 
sentences  she  could  not  catch,  by  outbursts  of  affec- 
tion, by  sudden  hugs  to  his  heart,  by  searching, 
silent  scrutiny  of  her  features  and    numberless  re- 
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iterations  of  one  question.  He  never  wearied  to 
hear  her  declare  that  she  loved  him  ;  his  only  peace 
of  mind  was  in  the  moments  of  that  assurance  daily 
repeated  ;  and  he  approached  to  absolute  subtlety 
in  appraisement  of  Sarah's  voice  and  vocal  inflection 
as  she  made  answer.  Until  the  present,  her  affirma- 
tion of  love  had  rung  truly  upon  his  ear ;  now  he 
felt  a  shadow  behind  the  words  and  steeled  himself 
to  the  change.  Her  lips  said  one  thing ;  her  voice 
and  eyes  another.  He  grew  slowly  to  believe  the 
signs  and  to  realise  that  she  loved  him  no  more,  or 
if  a  little,  so  little  that  she  did  not  mind  lying  to  him. 

Over  this  earthquake  in  his  life  he  brooded  bitterly 
enough,  yet  the  stroke  of  it,  upon  first  falling,  was  in 
some  measure  broken  by  his  knowledge  of  Timothy's 
interview  with  Gammer  Gurney.  A  fatalistic  resigna- 
tion arose  from  this  recollection  and  manifested  itself, 
for  the  brief  space  of  a  week,  in  John's  attitude  to 
his  fate.  But  as  the  nature  of  all  he  had  lost  and 
how  he  had  lost  it  beat  upon  his  brain,  a  great  agony 
of  reality  soon  caused  him  to  brush  the  white  witch 
and  her  predictions  out  of  the  argument ;  they  were 
factors  too  trivial  to  determine  the  careers  of  men 
and  women  ;  and  thus,  from  beneath  the  smoke  of 
his  brief  apathy  appeared  a  consuming  fire,  and  the 
man's  passionate  nature  cried  for  a  speedy  and 
definite  end  to  his  torments. 

Work  upon  the  land  was  suspended  under  frost ; 
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but  from  the  great  barn  in  Believer  Barton  came 
daily  a  hurtling  of  flails  where  threshing  of  barley 
kept  the  hands  busy  for  many  hours  in  each  brief 
day.  The  flails  gleamed  like  shooting  stars  across 
the  dusty  atmosphere  of  the  barn,  and  when  the 
sunlight  entered,  a  sort  of  delicate  golden  cloud 
hung  in  the  air,  only  to  sink  slowly  away  upon 
cessation  of  labour.  Timothy  Chave,  too,  laboured 
here.  For  something  to  occupy  him  he  swung  a 
flail  with  the  rest,  and  made  the  old  hands  think 
better  of  themselves  and  their  skill  within  sight  of 
his  clumsy  efforts.  Then  it  happened  that  Aggett, 
awake  to  an  opportunity,  suddenly  desisted  from 
work,  pulled  on  his  coat  and  accosted  his  rival.  But 
he  spoke  for  Tim's  ear  alone  and  challenged  no 
general  attention. 

"  Set  down  your  drashel  an'  come  an'  speak  wi'  me 
a  minute  t'other  side  the  yard." 

"  Certainly,  John,  if  you  wish  it." 

A  moment  later  the  meeting  that  Sarah  had 
dreaded  came  about ;  but  the  results  of  it  were  of 
a  sort  not  to  have  been  anticipated.  Aggett  went 
straight  to  the  point  of  attack  and  his  temper  suffered 
from  the  outset  before  the  more  cultured  man's  atti- 
tude and  command  of  words. 

"  You  knaw  full  well  what  I've  got  to  say  before 
I  sez  it,  I  judge.  I  see  in  your  face  you  know, 
Timothy  Chave." 
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"  Yes,  I  do.  It's  about  Sarah.  Things  that  must 
happen,  must  happen.  I'm  glad  you've  broached 
this  subject,  Aggett.  Well,  it  stands  thus ;  we  are 
not  our  own  masters  always,  unfortunately." 

"  You  can  say  that  an'  look  me  in  the  face  calm  as 
a  stone,  arter  what  passed  between  us  six  weeks  ago?" 

"  Six  weeks — is  that  all  ? " 

"  Ess  fay,  though  more  like  six  years  to  me — six 
years  o'  raging,  roasting  hell.  Why  do  'e  bide  here  ? 
Why  do  'e  take  walks  along  wi'  she — skulking  in  the 
woods  away  from  honest  eyes  like  a  fox?  You've 
lied  to  me " 

"  Don't  speak  quite  so  loud,  John.  I  cannot  help 
the  past.  It  was  not  my  doing.  I  never  sought  out 
Sarah.  We  are  all  tools  in  the  hand  of  Fate  or 
Providence,  or  whatever  you  like  to  call  it ;  we  are 
puppets  and  must  dance  to  the  tune  God  is  pleased 
to  play.  We're  not  free,  any  of  us — not  free  to  make 
promises  or  give  undertakings.  Doesn't  this  prove 
that  we're  slaves  to  a  man  ?  I  love  Sarah  Belworthy 
with  all  my  heart  and  soul.  That  is  not  a  sin.  There 
is  nothing  in  the  world  for  me  but  her.  I'm  frank 
enough  to  you  now  ;  and  if  I  lied  before,  it  was 
because  I  thought  I  could  control  what  was  to  come. 
I  tried  to  keep  my  word.  I  turned  from  her  path 
many  times.  I  begged  to  be  allowed  to  go  away 
from  the  Moor,  but  my  father  would  not  suffer  me 
to  change  my  mind  again.     I  swear  I  did  my  best ; 
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but  loving  is  another  matter.  I  might  as  easily  have 
promised  not  to  breathe  as  not  to  love  her." 

"  Words  !     An'  her— an'  me ?  " 

"  It's  cursedly  hard.  God  knows  I  don't  find  it 
easy  to  answer  you.  But  think  :  picture  yourself  in 
her  place.  Imagine  that  you  found  a  woman  you 
loved  better  than  Sarah." 

"  Tis  alius  lifting  of  the  burden  on  to  other  folks' 
shoulders  wi'  you.  I  ban't  agwaine  to  imagine 
vain  things  at  your  bidding.  Dost  hear  me?  I 
want  the  plain  truth  in  plain  speech.  But  that's 
more'n  you  could  give  me,  I  reckon.  The  question 
I've  got  to  ax,  my  girl's  got  to  answer.  An'  I  call 
her  '  my  girl,'  yet,  until  I  hear  from  her  awn  lips  she 
ban't  my  girl  no  more.  Then — then — Christ  knaws 
what " 

"  If  there's  any  sort  of  satisfaction  on  earth,  I'd 
give  it  to  you.  I  know  better  than  you  can  tell  me 
that  I'm  a  weak  man.  And  I've  hated  myself  for 
many  days  when  I  thought  of  you ;  but  there  it  is — 
a  fact  beyond  any  mending." 

"Get  out  of  her  life,  if  you're  honest,  an'  doan't 
whine  to  me  'bout  things  being  beyond  mendin' ! 
Go !  Turn  your  back  on  her  an'  let  the  dazzle  of 
'e  fade  out  of  her  eyes  an'  out  of  her  mind.  You 
knaw  so  well  as  me,  that  it  ban't  beyond  mendin'. 
She  promised  to  marry  me  'fore  ever  she  seed  the 
shadow  of  you  ;   an'  you  knawed   it  from  the  fust 
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moment  you  set  eyes  on  her ;  an'  yet  you  went  on 
an'  sinked  from  manhood  into  this.  You'm  a  whole 
cowardice  o'  curs  in  the  skin  o'  one  man,  damn 
you  ! " 

"You  do  right  to  curse.  You  will  never  feel  greater 
contempt  for  me  than  I  do  for  myself.  I  cannot 
go  away.  It  is  impossible — wholly  above  my  strength. 
And  the  position  is  beyond  mending,  despite  what 
you  say — both  for  Sarah  and  for  me.  It  is  no  crime 
in  her  to  love  me  ;  the  fault  is  mine,  and  if  I  had 
sworn  on  my  hope  of  salvation  to  you,  I  should  have 
broken  my  oath  as  I  did  my  promise.  Measure  my 
punishment — that  is  all  you  can  do ;  and  I  won't 
flinch  from  it." 

"She  loves  you — better'n  what  she  do  me?  It's 
come  to  that;  an'  you  ax  me  to  measure  your  punish- 
ment !  You  pitiful  wretch !  You  know  you'm  safe 
enough  now.  She  loves  you  better'n  me.  Theer's 
your  safety.  'Struth  !  I  could  smash  your  bones  like 
rotten  wood,  an'  you  know  it ;  but  she  loves  you 
better'n  me ;  an'  who  be  I  to  crack  her  painted  china 
wi'  my  rough  cloam  ?  I  doan't  love  her  no  less — 
anyways  not  so  little  as  to  bruise  you,  an'  that  you 
knowed  afore  you  spoke.  Get  out  o'  my  sight  an' 
may  worse  fall  on  you  than  ever  I  would  bring. 
May  the  thing  you've  done  breed  an'  bite  an'  sap 
the  heart  out  of  'e  like  a  canker  worm  ;  may  it  bring 
thorns  to  your  roses,  an'  death  to  your  hopes,  an' 
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storms  to  your  skies  ;  may  it  fill  your  cup  wi'  gall 
an'  bend  your  back  afore  your  time  an'  sting  you  on 
your  death-bed.  May  it  do  all  that,  an'  more,  so  as 
you'll  mind  this  hour  an'  know  if  I'd  scatted  your 
lying  brains  abroad  and  killed  'e,  'twould  have  been 
kinder  than  to  let  you  live  !  " 

"  I  have  deserved  your  hardest  words  ;  but  forgive 
her — now  that  you  yield  her  up  ;  forgive  her  if  ever 
you  loved  her,  for  the  fault  was  none  of  hers." 

"  You  can  think  for  her,  can  'e  ?  You  can  stand 
between  me  an'  her  to  shield  her  against  the  man 
as  would  have  faced  fire  an'  water  an'  all  hell's 
delights  for  her  ever  since  she  was  a  li'l  dinky  maid  ! 
You  ax  me  to  forgive  her — you  ?  Christ  A'mighty  ! 
she'm  a  lucky  woman  to  have  a  man  of  your  metal 
to  stand  up  for  her  against  me ! " 

"  I  didn't  mean  that,  Aggett ;  only  I  feared " 

"  Doan't  I  love  her  tu,  you  smooth-faced  fule  ? 
Do  'e  think  one  hair  of  her  ban't  so  precious  to  me 
as  to  you  ?  Do  'e  think  because  she've  took  your 
poison  I'm  mazed  tu  ?  I've  got  to  live  my  life  wi'out 
her  ;  I've  got  to  bide  all  my  days  wi'out  her — that's 
enough.  But  she'd  have  loved  me  still  if  she  could. 
Ban't  her  sin  that  you  poured  magic  in  her  cup ; 
ban't  her  sin  that  she  won't  wear  glass  beads  no 
more  now  she  thinks  she've  found  a  strong  o' 
di'monds." 

"  You're  a  better  man  than  I  am,  John  ;  you  make 
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mc  see  what  I've  done;  you  make  me  wish  I  was 
dead." 

"Liar!  Don't  prate  no  more  to  me.  I  hate  the 
filthy  sight  of  'e,  an'  the  sound  of  thy  oily  tongue. 
I'd  swing  for  e'  to-morrow,  an'  keep  my  last  breath 
to  laugh  with  ;  but  for  she.  Tell  her — no,  that  I'll 
do  myself.  I'll  tell  her  ;  an'  no  call  for  you  to  fear 
as  your  fine  name  will  get  any  hard  knocks.  I'll 
never  soil  my  mouth  with  it  more  arter  to-day." 

He  departed,  and  the  other,  in  misery  and  shame, 
stood  and  watched  him  return  to  the  threshing-floor. 
Yet,  as  the  unhappy  spirit  who  has  sacrificed  his 
life  to  a  drug  and  creeps  through  shame  and  con- 
tumely back  and  back  to  the  poison,  counting  nothing 
as  vital  that  does  not  separate  him  therefrom,  so 
now  the  man  felt  that  Sarah  Belworthy  was  his  own 
and  told  himself  that  his  honour,  his  self-respect,  his 
fair  repute  were  well  lost  in  exchange  for  this  un- 
exampled pearl. 

VI 

At  nightfall  John  Aggett  visited  the  cottage  of  the 
Belworthys,  but  Sarah  was  from  home  for  the  day 
and  he  had  a  few  words  with  her  mother  instead. 
That  astute  woman  was  well  informed  of  affairs,  and 
the  romance  now  proceeding  had  long  been  the  salt 
of  her  life,  though  she  pretended  no  knowledge  of  it. 
In  common  with  her  husband,  she  hoped  for  glory 
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from  a  possible  union  between  the  cot  of  Behvorthy 
and  the  homestead  of  the  Chaves.  But  these  ambi- 
tions were  carefully  hidden  from  sight.  All  the 
smith  said,  when  the  matter  was  whispered,  amounted 
to  a  pious  hope  that  the  Lord  would  look  after  his 
own — meaning  Sarah  ;  but  presently  it  behooved 
both  parents  to  stir  in  the  matter,  when  they  learned 
of  the  subsequent  meeting  between  their  daughter 
and  John  Aggett.  A  very  unexpected  determina- 
tion on  the  girl's  part  resulted  from  that  occasion, 
and  the  matter  fell  out  in  this  way. 

Before  seeing  John  again,  Sally  had  lengthy 
speech  with  her  new  sweetheart,  and  he,  a  little  dead 
to  the  danger  of  so  doing,  detailed  at  length  his 
conversation  with  the  cowman  and  explained  the 
complete  nature  of  his  rival's  renunciation.  This 
narrative  set  Timothy  in  a  somewhat  sorry  light, 
and  the  fact  that  he  unconsciously  bore  himself  as  a 
victor  added  to  the  unpleasant  impression  conveyed. 
Had  Tim  declared  his  own  sorrow  and  shame,  blamed 
himself  and  acknowledged  John's  greatness  with 
whole-hearted  or  even  simulated  praise,  the  girl  had 
accepted  the  position  more  readily;  but  as  it  was, 
young  Chave,  whose  fear  of  rousing  her  pity  for 
John  rendered  him  less  eloquent  upon  that  theme 
than  he  felt  disposed  to  be,  by  this  very  reticence 
and  oblivion  touching  the  other's  profound  sorrow, 
awoke   that    pity  he   desired   to  stifle.     Indeed,  his 
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story  moved  Sarah  unutterably.  While  her  love  for 
Tim  was  the  light  of  her  life,  yet  at  this  juncture  her 
nature  forced  her  to  turn  to  the  first  man,  and  now 
she  held  herself  guilty  of  wickedness  in  her  treatment 
of  him.  An  instinct  toward  abstract  justice,  rare  in 
women,  uplifted  her  in  this  strait ;  the  stricken  man 
clung  to  her  mind  and  would  not  be  banished.  Even 
before  Timothy's  subsequent  abasement  and  self- 
accusations,  she  could  not  forget  the  past  or  live 
even  for  an  hour  in  the  joy  of  the  present.  The  very 
note  of  triumph  in  her  loved  one's  voice  jarred 
upon  her.  It  was,  therefore,  with  feelings  painfully 
mingled  and  heart  distracted  by  many  doubts  that 
Sarah  met  John  Aggett  at  last. 

He  was  harsh  enough — harsh  to  brutality — and  for 
some  subtle  reason  this  attitude  moved  her  to  the 
step  he  least  expected.  Softness  and  kind  speech 
might  have  sent  Sarah  weeping  to  Timothy  after  all ; 
but  the  ferocity,  despair  and  distraction  of  the  big 
flaxen  man  confirmed  her  in  a  contrary  course  of 
action.  She  put  her  hands  into  his,  cried  out  that, 
before  God,  she  was  his  woman  for  all  time,  and  that 
his  woman  she  would  remain  until  the  end.  John 
Aggett  strangled  his  reason  upon  this  loving  declara- 
tion— as  many  a  stronger  spirit  would  have  done. 
He  told  himself  that  his  gigantic  love  might  well 
serve  for  them  both  ;  he  caressed  the  wanderer  in 
love  and   called   upon    Heaven   to  hear  his   thanks- 
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givings.  New  rosy-fledged  hope  sprang  and  soared 
in  his  heart  at  this  unhoped  blessing,  and  for  a  few 
blissful  days  light  returned  to  his  face,  elasticity  to 
his  step.  He  had  steeled  his  soul  to  part  with  her ; 
he  had  told  himself  the  worst  of  the  agony  was  over, 
but  in  reality  the  girl  had  come  back  into  his  life 
again  before  the  real  grief  of  his  loss  had  bitten  itself 
into  his  mind.  Now,  despite  the  inner  whisper  that 
told  him  his  joy  rested  on  the  most  futile  founda- 
tions possible,  he  took  her  back  as  he  had  resigned 
her — in  a  whirlwind  of  emotion.  And  he  assured 
himself  that,  having  once  yielded  her  up,  neither  men 
nor  God  could  reasonably  ask  him  to  do  so  again. 

Mrs.  Belworthy  it  was  who  first  penetrated  the 
false  pretence  and  mockery  of  the  new  understand- 
ing. Upon  the  strength  of  that  discovery  she  com- 
municated in  secret  with  Timothy  Chave  and  bade 
him  cultivate  patience  and  be  of  good  cheer  despite 
the  darkness  of  appearances.  Sarah,  indeed,  showed 
by  no  sign  that  she  desired  to  turn  from  her  bargain 
again  ;  but  the  emptiness  and  aridity  of  these  renewed 
relations  could  not  be  hidden.  Even  John  grasped 
the  truth  after  a  fortnight  of  hollow  love-making. 
He  tried  to  reawaken  the  old  romance,  to  galvanise 
a  new  interest  into  the  old  hopes  and  plans  ;  but 
Sarah's  simulation  too  often  broke  down  despite  her 
best  endeavours.  Tears  filled  her  eyes  even  while 
she  clung  most  fiercely  to  him  ;    her  parents   mur- 
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mured  their  regrets  that  John  should  persist  in  ruin- 
ing her  life.  Indeed,  Mrs.  Bel  worthy  did  more  than 
murmur ;  she  took  an  occasion  to  speak  strongly  to 
the  cowman  ;  yet  he  shut  his  eyes  to  the  truth  and 
blundered  blindly  on,  straining  every  nerve  and  rack- 
ing his  brain  to  discover  means  whereby  Sarah  might 
be  won  back  to  the  old  simple  ways,  to  her  former 
humility  of  ambition  and  simplicity  of  thought.  But 
any  restoration  of  the  past  conditions  was  impossible, 
for  her  mind  had  much  expanded  in  Timothy's  keep- 
ing ;  and  this  fact  did  Aggett,  by  slow  and  bitter 
stages,  at  length  receive  and  accept.  With  heart  the 
sorer  for  his  temporary  flicker  of  renewed  happiness, 
he  tore  himself  from  out  a  fool's  paradise  and  aban- 
doned hope  and  Sarah  once  for  all. 

"'Tis  vain  to  make  believe  any  more,"  he  said  to 
her.  "  God  knows  you've  tried  your  hardest,  but  you 
ban't  built  to  throw  dust  in  a  body's  eyes.  Your 
bread's  a-been  leavened  wi'  tears  these  many  days, 
an'  your  heart's  in  arms  against  the  falling  out  of 
things.  'Tis  natural  as  it  should  be  so.  We've  tried 
to  come  together  again  an'  failed.  Us  can  do  no 
more  now." 

"  Leave  'e  I  won't,  if  you  beat  me  away  from  'e  like 
a  dog,  like  a  dog  I'll  come  back  again." 

"  Leave  me  you  must,  Sally.  I  ban't  gwaine  to 
spoil  your  butivul  life  for  all  time  wi'  my  love,  though 
you  come  wi'  open  arms  an'  ax  me  to.     Go  to  un 
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free,  an'  take  my  solemn  word  as  I'll  rage  against 
him  no  more.  I'll  know  you'm  happy  then  ;  an'  that 
must  be  my  happiness.  I'll  never  forget  you  corned 
twice  to  me  o'  your  own  free  will." 

"You'm  a  gude  man — a  gert  saintly  man — an'  God 
knows  why  I  be  so  pitiful  weak  that  anything  born 
should  have  come  between  us,  once  I'd  promised." 

"  Many  things  comes  between  the  bee  an'  the  butt, 
the  cup  an'  the  lip,  men  an'  women  folks  an'  their 
hopes  o'  happiness.  Please  God  you'll  fare  happy  wi' 
him." 

"  I  don't  deserve  it,  if  theer's  any  justice  in  the 
sky." 

"  Theer  ban't  to  my  knowledge.  Pray  God  he'll 
be  gude  to  'e — then  I'll  forgive  the  man.  An'  the 
world  won't  come  to  me  for  his  character  whether 
or  no." 

She  protested  and  wept ;  he  was  firm.  For  a  little 
hour  his  lofty  mood  held  and  he  completed  the  final 
act  of  renunciation  before  he  slept.  Knowing  full 
well  that  Chave  would  never  hear  the  truth  from 
Sarah,  he  laid  wait  for  him  that  night  and  met  him 
in  Postbridge  at  a  late  hour. 

The  men  stood  side  by  side  in  the  empty,  naked 
road  that  here  crossed  Dart  by  a  pack-saddle  bridge. 
The  night  was  rough  and  cold  but  dry,  and  the  wind 
wailing  through  naked  beeches,  the  river  rattling 
harshly    over    its    granite    bed,    chimed    in    unison 
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with  the  recent  sorrow  of  Timothy's  heart.  When 
Sarah  announced  her  determination,  the  youth  had 
threatened  self-destruction  and  foretold  madness. 
Neither  one  thing  nor  the  other  happened,  but  he 
was  sufficiently  miserable  and  his  sufferings  had  by 
no  means  grown  blunted  on  this  night  as  he  plodded 
wearily  through  the  village. 

Aggett,  moving  out  of  the  darkness,  recognised  his 
man  and  spoke. 

"Come  you  here — on  to  the  bridge,"  he  said 
abruptly.  "  Theer  us'll  be  out  o'  the  way  o'  the 
world,  an'  can  sit  'pon  the  stones  an'  I  can  say  what's 
to  say." 

"There  is  nothing  to  talk  about  between  us.  If 
you  knew  how  much  I  have  suffered  and  am  still 
suffering,  you'd  spare  me  more  words." 

"  Aw  jimmery  !  You'm  a  poor  whinin'  twoad — too 
slack-twisted  for  any  full-grown  woman,  I  should 
have  reckoned.  But  your  luck  be  in.  She  corned 
back  to  me  for  duty ;  now  she'm  gwaine  back  to  you 
for  love." 

"  Does  she  know  her  own  mind,  John  ?  " 

"  Ess  fay,  an'  alius  did  arter  you  come." 

Now  Aggett  briefly  explained  the  events  of  the 
past  fortnight  and  his  own  determination  concerning 
Sarah  ;  while  the  younger  man  felt  his  blood  wake 
from  its  sleep  and  race  again  through  his  veins.  His 
treasure  had  not  been  lost  and  life  was  worth  living 
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yet.  He  had  tact  sufficient  to  make  no  comments 
upon  the  story.  He  spared  John  Aggett  many 
words.  But  he  gazed  once  or  twice  at  the  other's 
heaving  breast  and  wild  eyes  and  told  himself  that 
the  cowman  was  a  being  altogether  beyond  his  power 
to  understand.  Then  he  crept  away  as  quickly  as  he 
could  and  did  not  sleep  until  he  had  spoken  with 
Sarah.  On  this  occasion  his  account  of  events  was 
framed  in  words  of  most  meek  and  humble  sort.  He 
awarded  Aggett  full  measure  of  praise,  while  upon 
himself  he  heaped  sufficient  obloquy,  feeling  that  he 
could  very  well  afford  to  do  so  as  a  price  for  this 
return  to  paradise. 

VII 

Now  thundered  upon  John  Aggett  the  full  flood  of 
his  griefs  at  highest  water-mark.  Until  this  time 
hopes  had  alternated  with  fears,  possibilities  of  re- 
covered joy  with  the  thought  of  utter  loss.  Then  he 
had  possessed  Sarah's  promises  and  the  consciousness 
that  in  his  hands,  not  another's,  lay  the  future.  But 
now  John  had  departed  out  of  her  life  for  good  and 
all,  and  the  great  act  of  self-renunciation  was  com- 
plete. To  the  highest -minded  and  noblest  soul 
something  in  the  nature  of  anti-climax  must  have 
followed  upon  this  action.  That  one  capable  of  so 
great  a  deed  and  such  unselfish  love,  possessed  ample 
reserves  of  self-command  and  self-control  to  live  his 
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life  henceforward  on  the  same  high  plane,  by  no 
means  followed.  Having  by  his  own  act  insured  the 
highest  good  for  the  woman  he  loved,  John  Aggett's 
subsequent  display  sank  far  below  that  standard  and 
indeed  embraced  a  rule  of  life  inferior  to  his  usual 
conduct.  A  supreme  unconcern  as  to  what  might 
now  await  him  characterised  his  actions.  As  a  light- 
house lamp  illuminates  some  horror  of  sea  and  stone, 
so  his  notable  deed  shone  in  a  sorry  setting,  for  John 
Aggett's  existence  now  sank  as  much  below  its  usual 
level  of  indifferent  goodness  as  his  relinquishment  of 
Sarah  Belworthy,  for  love  of  her,  had  risen  above  it. 
Until  the  present  his  attachment  to  the  girl  and  hope 
of  happiness  had  made  him  a  hard-working  man, 
and  since  his  engagement  he  had  laboured  with  the 
patience  of  a  beast  and  counted  weariness  a  delight 
as  the  shillings  in  his  savings  box  increased.  Now 
incentive  to  further  work  was  withdrawn,  he  abated 
his  energies,  lacking  wit  to  realise  that  upon  sustained 
toil  and  ceaseless  mental  occupation  his  salvation 
might  depend.  His  final  departure  from  Believer 
Barton  was  brought  about  as  the  result  of  a  curious 
interview  with  his  master. 

To  Farmer  Chave,  young  Timothy,  now  re-estab- 
lished with  Sarah,  had  come  to  break  the  news  of  his 
betrothal.  But  no  parental  congratulation  rewarded 
the  announcement.  Mr.  Chave  knew  every  man  and 
woman  in  Postbridge,  and  was  familiar  with  the  fact 
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that  the  blacksmith's  daughter  had  long  been  engaged 
to  his  cowman.  That  his  son  and  heir  should  favour 
a  labourer's  sweetheart  was  a  galling  discovery  and 
provoked  language  of  a  sort  seldom  heard  even  in 
those  plain-speaking  times.  Finally  the  father  dis- 
missed his  son,  bade  him  get  out  of  sight  and  conquer 
his  calf-love  once  and  for  all  or  hold  himself  disin- 
herited. A  little  later  he  acted  on  his  own  shrewd 
judgement  and  held  converse  with  Sarah's  original 
suitor. 

John  was  milking  as  the  farmer  entered  his  cow- 
yard  and  a  flood  of  sunlight  slanted  over  the  low 
byre  roofs  and  made  the  coats  of  the  cattle  shine 
ripe  chestnut  red. 

"  Evenin'  to  'e,  Aggett.  Leave  that  job  an'  come 
an'  have  a  tell  wi'  me.     I  wants  to  speak  to  'e." 

"  Evenin',  maister.  I'll  milk  '  Prim '  dry,  'cause 
she  do  awnly  give  down  to  me.  Milly  can  do 
t'others." 

Farmer  Chave  waited  until  the  cow  "Prim"  had 
yielded  her  store,  then  he  led  the  way  to  an  empty 
cow-stall — dark,  cool  and  scented  by  its  inhabitants. 
Across  the  threshold  fell  a  bar  of  light ;  without,  a 
vast  heap  of  rich  ordure  sent  forth  a  delicate  sun- 
tinted  vapour  ;  close  at  hand  the  cows  stood  waiting 
each  her  turn,  and  one  with  greatly  distended  udder 
lowed  to  the  milkmaid. 

"Look  you  here,  Jan  Aggett,  you'm  for  marryin', 
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ban't  'e?  Didn't  you  tell  me  when  I  took  you  on  as 
a  you  was  keepin'  company  wi'  blacksmith's  purty 
darter?" 

"'Twas  so  then." 

"Well,  I'm  one  as  likes  to  see  my  hands  married 
an'  settled  an'  getting  childer  'cordin'  to  Bible  com- 
mand.    What's  your  wages  this  minute  ?  " 

"  You'm  on  a  wrong  tack,  maister.  Sarah  Bel- 
worthy  an'  me  be  out.  Theer's  nought  betwixt  us 
more." 

Mr.  Chave  affected  great  indignation  at  this  state- 

o  o 

ment. 

"  'Struth  !     Be  you  that  sort  ?  " 

John  reflected  a  moment  before  answering.  He 
suspected  his  master  must  know  the  truth,  but  could 
not  feel  certain,  for  Mr.  Chave's  manner  suggested 
absolute  ignorance. 

"  Us  changed  our  minds — that's  all." 

"  You  say  so !  When  a  girl  changes  her  mind 
theer's  generally  another  string  to  her  bow.  Either 
that,  or  she's  tired  of  waiting  for  the  fust." 

"It  might  be  'twas  so,"  said  John,  falling  in*"o  the 
trap  laid  for  him.  "  A  maid  like  her  can't  be  expected 
in  reason  to  bide  till  such  as  me  can  make  a  home  for 
her.     I  doan't  blame  her." 

"  Well,  if  that's  the  trouble,  you  can  go  right  along 
to  her  this  night  an'  tell  her  theer's  no  cause  to  keep 
single  after  Eastertide.     Yeo  and  his  wife  do  leave 
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my  cottage  in  Longley  Bottom  come  then,  an'  instead 
of  raisin'  your  wages  as  I  meant  to  do  bimebye,  I'll 
give  'e  the  cot  rent  free.  A  tidy  li'l  place  tu,  I  warn 
'e,  wi'  best  part  of  an  acre  o'  ground,  an'  only  half  a 
mile  from  the  village.  Now  be  off  with  'e  an'  tell  the 
girl." 

Aggett  gasped  and  his  eyes  dimmed  a  moment 
before  the  splendid  vision  of  what  might  have  been. 
It  took  him  long  to  find  words  and  breath  to  utter 
them.     Then  he  endeavoured  to  explain. 

"  You'm  a  kind  maister,  God  knows,  an'  I'd  thank 
'e  year  in  an'  year  out  wi'  the  sweat  o'  my  body  for 
such  gudeness.  But  the  thing  can't  be,  worse  luck. 
Best  I  tell  'e  straight.  'Tis  like  this  :  Sally  have  met 
another  chap — a  chap  built  o'  softer  mud  than  what 
I  be.     An'  he'm  more  to  her  than  me,  an' " 

"  God  A'mighty  !  An'  you  stand  theer  whining 
wi'  no  more  spirit  than  a  auld  woman  what's  lost 
her  shoe-string !  A  chap  hath  kindiddled  the  maid 
from'e?  Another  man  hath  stole  her?  Is  that  what 
you  mean  ? " 

John  grew  fiery  red,  breathed  hard  and  rubbed  his 
chin  with  a  huge  fist. 

"  Ban't  the  man  I  cares  a  curse  for.     'Tis  the  girl." 

"  Rubbishy  auld  nonsense !  'Tis  woman's  play  to 
show  'e  the  worth  of  her.  They'm  built  that  way  an' 
think  no  man  can  value  'em  right  unless  he  sees 
they'm  for  other  markets  so  well  as  his.     Do  'e  know 
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what  that  vixen  wants  'e  to  do  ?  Why,  she's  awnly 
waiting  for  'e  to  give  t'other  chap  a  damn  gude 
hiding !  Then  she'll  cuddle  round  again — like  a  cat 
arter  fish.     I  know  'em  ! " 

John's  jaw  dropped  before  this  sensational  advice. 
Now  he  was  more  than  ever  convinced  that  his 
master  knew  nothing  of  the  truth.  It  appeared  to 
him  the  most  fantastic  irony  that  a  father  should 
thus  in  ignorance  condemn  his  son  to  such  a  sentence. 
Then  Aggett  put  a  question  that  showed  quickening 
of  perception. 

"  If  'twas  your  own  flesh  an'  blood,  what  would  'e 
say?" 

"Same  as  I  be  sayin'  now.  Burned  if  I'd  blame 
any  man  for  sticking  to  his  own." 

"  It  be  your  son,"  declared  John,  shortly. 

"  I  know  it,"  answered  the  other.  "  That's  why 
I'm  here.  You'm  not  the  fule  you  look,  Jan,  an'  you 
know  so  well  as  I  can  tell  'e  this  match  ban't  seemly 
nohow.  I  ban't  agwaine  to  have  it — not  if  the  Lard 
Bishop  axed  me.  An'  I  tell  you  plain  an'  plump — 
me  being  your  master — that  you  must  stop  it.  The 
girl's  your  girl,  an'  you  must  keep  her  to  her  bargain. 
An'  you  won't  repent  it  neither.  Marry  her  out  of 
hand  an'  look  to  me  for  the  rest.  An'  if  a  word's 
said,  send  him  as  sez  it  to  me.  I'll  soon  shut  their 
mouths." 

"  Ban't  the  folks — 'tis  her.     She  do  love  your  son 
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wi'  all  her  heart  an'  soul — an'  he  loves  her — onless 
he's  a  liar." 

"Drivel!  What  does  he  know  about  love  —  a 
moon-blind  calf  like  him  ?  I  won't  have  it,  I  tell 
'e.  He's  gone  his  awn  way  tu  long !  Spoiled  by  his 
fule  of  a  mother  from  the  church- vamp l  onward  till 
he've  come  to  this  bit  of  folly.  It's  not  to  be — dost 
hear  what  I  say  ?  " 

"  I  hear.  Go  your  ways,  maister,  an'  prevent  it  if 
you  can.  I'll  not  meddle  or  make  in  the  matter. 
Sally  Belworthy  have  chosen,  an'  ban't  me  as  can 
force  her  to  change  her  mind." 

"  More  fule  her.  An'  between  the  pair  of  'e,  she'll 
find  herself  in  the  dirt.  'Tis  in  a  nutshell.  Will  'e 
take  the  cottage  an'  make  her  marry  you?  I  lay 
you  could  if  you  was  masterful." 

"  Never — ban't  a  fair  thing  to  ax  a  man." 

"  Best  hear  me  through  'fore  you  sez  it.  If  you'm 
against  me  in  this,  you  can  go  to  hell  for  all  I  care. 
If  you  won't  help  me  to  keep  my  son  from  disgracing 
me  an'  mine,  you'm  no  true  man,  an'  I  doan't  want 
'e  any  more  to  Believer  Farm.  'Tis  a  wife  an'  a 
home  rent  free  'pon  wan  side,  an'  the  sack  on  the 
other.     So  you'd  best  to  make  choice." 

"  I'll  go  Saturday." 

"  Of  all  the  ninnyhammers  ever  I  saw  !  You  gert 
yellow- headed    cake,   can't   you   see   you'm    spoilin* 

1   Church-vamp.     Font. 
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your  awn  life?  Or  was  it  that  t'other  side  offered 
'e  better  terms?  If  that's  so,  you  won't  get  'em, 
because  Tim  Chave'll  be  a  pauper  man  the  day  he 
marries  wi'out  my  leave." 

The  farmer  stormed  awhile  longer,  but  presently 
he  stamped  off  and  Aggett  returned  to  his  mother. 
Then,  as  he  had  angered  Mr.  Chave,  so  did  his  own 
parent  enrage  him.  She  protested  at  his  folly,  and 
implored  him  to  carry  out  his  master's  wish  while  op- 
portunity remained  to  do  so.  He  was  strong  against 
it  until  the  old  woman  went  on  her  knees  to  him 
and  wept.  Then  he  lost  his  temper  and  cursed  the 
whole  earth  and  all  thereon  for  a  cruel  tangle  that 
passed  the  understanding  of  man  to  unravel. 

Later  in  the  evening  he  revisited  the  village  and 
before  ten  o'clock  returned  intoxicated  to  his  home. 


VIII 

From  that  day  forward  John  Aggett  exhibited  a 
spectacle  of  reckless  indifference  to  circumstances 
and  a  manner  of  life  lightened  only  by  occasional 
returns  to  sobriety  and  self-command.  As  to  how 
it  fared  with  Timothy  and  Sarah  he  cared  not. 
Others  ceased  to  speak  of  the  matter  in  his  presence, 
and  thus  it  happened  that  he  went  in  ignorance  of 
events  for  the  space  of  five  weeks.  During  that 
period  he  loafed  at  the  "Green  Man"  Inn  until  his 
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money  was  spent,  then  returned  to  dwell  with  his 
mother. 

Meantime  Timothy  Chave's  romance  was  prosper- 
ing ill,  despite  his  rival's  endeavour  to  make  the 
way  easy.  Other  obstacles  now  confronted  him,  and 
though  Sarah  was  happy  and  well  content  to  live 
in  the  delight  of  each  hour  with  her  lover,  Tim  found 
delay  less  easily  borne  and  struggled  to  change  Mr. 
Chave's  attitude  toward  his  desires.  But  it  proved 
useless,  and  the  young  man  chafed  in  vain.  He 
assured  Sarah  that  his  father  was  merely  an  obsti- 
nate elder  and  would  surely  be  won  to  reason  in 
good  time ;  but  the  full  significance  of  her  engage- 
ment with  Timothy,  as  his  father  viewed  it,  she  did 
not  know  and  never  would  have  heard  from  Tim's 
lips.  There  happened,  however,  an  accidental  meet- 
ing between  Sarah  and  Farmer  Chave  himself,  and 
this  brushed  all  mystery  or  doubt  from  the  girl's 
mind,  opened  her  eyes  to  the  gravity  of  Tim's 
actions  and  left  her  face  to  face  with  the  truth. 

One  day  Sarah,  on  foot  with  her  face  set  home- 
ward, observed  Farmer  Chave  riding  back  from 
Widecombe  to  Postbridge  on  a  big  bay  horse.  He 
saw  her,  too,  eyed  her  narrowly  and  slackened  speed, 
while  she  wished  the  road  might  open  and  swallow 
her  from  his  sight.  But  there  was  no  escape,  so  she 
curtseyed  and  wished  Mr.  Chave  a  very  good  evening. 
He  returned  the  salute  and  seeing,  as  he  believed,  a 


70  KNOCK   AT   A   VENTURE 

possibility  of  setting  all  right  on  the  spot  by  one 
great  master-stroke,  attempted  the  same. 

"Ah,  my  girl,  Belworthy's  darter,  ban't  'e  ?  A 
peart  maid  an'  well  thought  on,  I  doubt  not.  Be 
you  gwaine  home-along?" 

Sarah's  heart  fluttered  at  this  genial  salutation. 

"  Ess,  Maister,"  she  said. 

"Then  I'll  lighten  your  journey.  I  haven't  got 
the  double  saddle,  but  you'm  awnly  a  featherweight 
an'  can  ride  pillion  behind  me  an'  save  your  shoes." 

The  mode  of  travel  he  suggested  was  common 
enough  in  those  days,  but  such  a  proposal  from 
Tim's  father  frightened  Sarah  not  a  little.  Her  first 
thought  was  for  herself,  her  second  for  her  sweet- 
heart, and  she  nerved  herself  to  accept  the  farmer's 
offer. 

"  I'm  sure  you'm  very  kind,  sir,  but " 

"  No  '  buts.'  Here's  a  stone  will  make  a  splendid 
upping  stock,  an'  '  Sharky '  can  carry  the  pair  of  us 
without  knowing  his  load  be  increased.  Up  you 
get !  Theer's  plenty  of  room  for  my  fardels  in  front 
o'  the  pommel.  Us  won't  bate  our  pace  for  you,  I 
promise.  Now  jump  !  Whoa,  bwoy  !  Theer  we 
are.  Just  put  your  arms  around  my  flannel  waist- 
coat an'  doan't  be  shy.  'Tis  well  I  met  'e,  come  to 
think  on't,  for  I  wanted  a  matter  o'  few  words." 

Soon  they  jogged  forward,  the  big  horse  taking 
little  account  of  Sarah's  extra  weight.     At  length 
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they  crossed  Riddon  Ridge  and  passed  Dart  at  a 
ford,  where  Sarah  had  to  hold  up  her  toes  out  of 
the  reach  of  the  river.  Then,  as  they  rode  along  the 
foothills  of  Believer,  the  farmer  spoke  suddenly. 

"  My  life's  been  wisht  of  late  days  along  wi'  taking 
thought  for  my  son  Tim.  You've  heard  tell  of  un? 
You  see,  'tis  my  wish  to  have  un  mated  wi'  his  cousin. 
But  I'm  led  to  onderstand  as  theer's  a  maiden  up-long 
he  thinks  he  likes  better ;  an'  her  name's  same  as 
yours,  Sarah  Belworthy." 

"  Oh,  Maister  Chave,  I  do  love  un  very  dear 
I  do." 

"  So  you  done  to  that  yellow  man,  Jan  Aggett." 

"'Tweern't  the  same.  When  Maister  Timothy 
corned,  I  seed  differ'nt." 

"  Doan't  shake  an'  tremble.  You'll  never  have  no 
reason  to  fear  me.  Tell  me  how  'twas.  Jan  gived 
'e  up— eh?" 

"  Ess,  he  did." 

"Why  for?" 

"  For  love  of  me." 

"  Ah !  Now  that  was  a  brave  fashion  deed.  I 
alius  thought  a  lot  of  the  man,  an'  I'm  sorry  you've 
sent  un  to  the  Devil,  wheer  they  tell  me  he's  bound 
of  late  days." 

"  He'm  a  gude  man,  an'  I  wish  to  God  as  some- 
thing could  be  done  to  bring  him  back  in  the  right 
road." 
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"  Ess  fay !  An'  you'm  the  one  as  would  have  to 
look  the  shortest  distance  to  find  a  way  to  do  it, 
Sarah.  A  gude  example  that  man,  for  all  his  foolish- 
ness since.  Loved  'e  well  enough  to  leave  'e — for 
your  own  gude,  he  did — eh?" 

"  God  bless  him  for  doin'  it." 

"  Why  doan't  'e  go  back  to  him  ?  " 

"  I  cannot,  I  cannot  now." 

"  Well,  man's  love  be  greater  than  woman's  by  the 
look  of  it.  What  girl  would  have  done  same  as  that 
man  done  ?  What  girl  would  give  up  a  man  for  love 
of  him,  an'  even  leave  un  for  his  gude?  Not  one  as 
ever  I  heard  tell  of." 

"  Many  an'  many  would  for  that  matter.  What's 
a  sacrifice  if  your  love  be  big  enough  ?  " 

"Be  yours?     That's  the  question  I'd  ax  'e." 

Sarah's  heart  sank  low  ;  Mr.  Chave  felt  her  shiver 
and  the  hands  clasped  over  his  thick  waistcoat 
tremble.  Looking  down,  he  saw  her  fingers  peeping 
out  of  woollen  mittens  ;  and  upon  one,  sacred  to  the 
ring,  a  small  gold  hoop  appeared  with  a  coral  bead 
set  therein. 

Sarah  did  not  answer  the  last  pointed  question, 
and  Farmer  Chave  continued  : — 

"  I  know  you've  promised  to  be  wife  to  my  son 
some  day,  an'  I  know  he've  taken  partickler  gude 
care  to  hide  from  you  my  view  of  the  question.  But 
you  must  hear  it,  for  your  awn  sake  as  well  as  his 
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an'  mine.  I've  nothin'  against  you,  Sarah,  nothin', 
an'  less  than  nothin',  for  I  like  you  well  an'  wish  to 
see  you  so  gude  as  you'm  purty  an'  so  happy  as 
you'm  gude  ;  but  I  know  my  son  for  a  lad  of  light 
purposes  an'  weak  will  an'  wrong  ambitions.  Ban't 
enough  iron  in  un  ;  an'  the  maid  I'm  set  on  for  un 
have  got  a  plenty  backbone  to  make  up  for  his  lack. 
Her  he's  to  wed  in  fulness  o'  time,  if  I've  any  voice 
left  in  affairs  ;  an'  if  he  doan't,  'tis  gude-bye  to 
Believer  for  him,  an'  gude-bye  to  more'n  that.  So 
theer  he  stands,  Sarah,  an'  you'd  best  to  hear  what 
it  means.  Maybe  you  thought  you  was  makin'  choice 
between  a  labourin'  man  an'  a  gentleman,  between 
a  pauper  an'  a  young  chap  wi'  his  pockets  full  o' 
money.  But  ban't  so,  I  assure  'e.  Tis  the  gentle- 
man'll  be  the  pauper  if  he  marries  you  ;  but  John 
Aggett — why,  I  offered  un  my  cottage  in  Longley 
Bottom  free  o'  rent  from  the  day  as  your  banns  was 
axed  in  marriage  wi'  un  to  Widecombe  Church  ! 
That's  the  man  as  gived  'e  up  for  love  of  'e.  An' 
ban't  you  so  strong  as  him  ? " 

"  Tu  gude  he  was— tu  gude  for  the  likes  o'  me." 
"Well,  as  to  t'other,  though  he's  my  son,  blamed 
if  I  think  he's  gude  enough.  But  that's  neither  here 
nor  theer.  The  question  ban't  what  sort  of  love  he's 
got  for  you ;  but  what  sort  you've  got  for  him.  Do 
'e  follow  my  meanin'?  I  doan't  storm  or  rave,  you 
see — tu  wise  for  that.     I  only  bid  you  think  serious 
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whether  your  feeling  for  Timothy's  the  sort  to  ruin 
him,  or  to  save  him  from  ruin.  'Tis  a  hard  choice 
for  'e,  but  we'm  all  faaced  \vi'  ugly  puzzles  'pon  the 
crossways  o'  life.  Now  you  know  my  'pinions,  you'll 
do  what's  right,  or  you'm  not  the  girl  I  think  'e." 

"  I  must  give  un  up  for  all  time  ? " 

"  Best  not  put  it  that  way.  Doan't  drag  my  rascal 
of  a  bwoy  in  the  argeyment.  Say  to  yourself,  '  I 
must  mate  wi'  him  as  I  promised  to  mate — him 
that's  wastin'  his  life  an'  gwaine  all  wrong  for  love 
o'  me.'  'Tis  plain  duty,  woman,  looked  at  right. 
Not  that  I'd  rob  'e  of  the  pleasure  of  knowin'  you'd 
done  a  gert  deed  if  you  gived  Tim  up  ;  but  t'other's 
the  man  as  you've  got  to  think  of ;  an',  if  you  do 
this  gude  thing,  'tis  just  similar  as  he  done  for  you. 
Wi'  Jan  Aggett  be  your  happiness  wrapped  up,  if 
you  could  see  it.  An'  Jan's  much  more  like  to  go 
well  in  marriage  harness  than  my  son  be,  or  I  doan't 
know  carater." 

"  I'll  try,  I'll  try.  It's  more  than  I've  heart  or 
strength  for.  But  I'll  try,  Maister  Chave.  I'll  try  to 
do  right  by  both  of  them." 

"  Who  could  say  fairer  ?  An'  here's  the  lane  to 
blacksmith's,  so  I'll  drop  'e.  An'  give  your  faither 
my  respects  an'  tell  un  I  want  un  to-morrow  to  the 
farm." 

After  Sarah  had  dismounted  the  farmer  spoke 
again. 
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"  Take  to  heart  what  I've  said  to  'e,  an'  remember 
that  to  please  me  won't  be  a  bad  action  from  a 
worldly  side.  Go  back  to  Jan  Aggett,  Sarah  Bel- 
worthy  ;  that's  my  advice  to  you,  an'  angels  from 
heaven  couldn't  give  'e  no  better.  'Cause  theer  ban't 
room  for  two  'pinions.  Now  let  me  hear  what  metal 
you'm  made  of,  an'  that  afore  the  week  be  out.  So 
gude  night." 

The  man  trotted  off  with  knees  stiff  and  elbows  at 
right  angles  to  his  body  ;  the  girl  entered  her  home  ; 
and  that  night,  tossing  and  turning  wearily,  thrice  she 
decided  to  give  up  her  lover  and  thrice  determined 
to  take  no  definite  step  until  she  had  again  seen  and 
spoken  with  Timothy.  But  her  heart  told  her  that 
such  a  course  was  of  all  the  weakest.  Presently  she 
assured  herself  that  many  plans  might  be  pursued 
and  that  wide  choice  of  action  lay  before  her.  Then 
John  Aggett  chiefly  occupied  her  thoughts.  To  go 
back  to  him  now  appeared  absolutely  impossible. 
He  had  given  her  up,  at  a  cost  even  she  but  dimly 
guessed,  and  to  return  into  his  troubled  life  again 
struck  her  as  a  deed  beyond  measure  difficult  and 
dangerous. 

Long  she  reflected  miserably  on  the  sorrow  of  her 
lot ;  then,  in  the  small  hours  of  morning  and  upon 
the  threshold  of  sleep,  Sarah  determined  to  let 
another  judge  of  her  right  course  of  conduct  and 
dictate  it  to  her. 
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"  'Twas  the  white  witch,  Gammer  Gurney,  as  fore- 
told Tim  would  marry  me  that  terrible  night,"  she 
thought.  "  Then  'tis  for  she  to  say  what  I  should  do 
an'  what  I  shouldn't  do.  If  'tis  ordained  by  higher 
things  than  men-folk  as  I'm  to  have  Tim,  what's 
the  use  o'  weeping  'cause  Farmer  Chave  wishes 
differ'nt?" 

There  was  a  sort  of  comfort  in  this  philosophy ; 
but  her  grey  eyes  closed  upon  a  wet  pillow  as  she 
slept,  to  wake  with  sudden  starts  and  twitches  from 
visions  in  great  aisles  of  gloom,  from  dim  knowledge 
of  horrors  hidden  behind  storm-clouds,  from  the 
murmur  of  remote  callings  and  threatenings  and 
cries  of  woe,  from  all-embracing  dread  begotten  of 
a  heavy  heart,  and  an  outlook  wholly  dreary  and 
desolate. 


IX 

With  morning  light  Sarah's  decision  to  visit 
Gammer  Gurney  was  still  strong  in  her,  and  she 
determined  to  call  upon  the  white  witch  before 
another  nightfall.  It  was  this  enterprise  that  pre- 
cipitated affairs  and  brought  their  end  within  sight. 

Upon  the  evening  that  saw  Sarah  riding  pillion 
with  Farmer  Chave,  John  Aggett  had  met  the  curate 
of  Postbridge — one  Reverend  Cosmo  Hawkes.  The 
parson,    who    was    a    keen    sportsman,   came    across 
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John  upon  the  Moor  and  improved  his  occasion  to 
such  good  purpose  that  Aggett's  ears  tingled  before 
the  man  of  God  had  done  with  him.  They  returned 
together,  and  on  the  way  home  Mr.  Hawkes,  with 
admirable  pertinacity,  so  hammered  and  pounded 
the  erring  labourer,  that  he  alarmed  him  into  frank 
regret  for  his  evil  ways.  The  reckless  and  unhappy 
young  man  was  steadied  by  his  minister's  forcible 
description  of  what  most  surely  awaits  all  evil 
livers;  and  when  Mr.  Hawkes,  striking  while  the 
iron  was  hot,  undertook  to  get  Aggett  good  and 
enduring  work  at  Ashburton,  John  promised  to 
comply  and  to  reform  his  bad  courses  from  that 
day  forth.  The  decision  come  to,  he  spent  his 
last  hours  of  freedom  in  folly.  That  night  he 
drank  hard,  and  when  deep  measures  had  loosened 
his  tongue,  explained  to  numerous  "  Green  Man " 
gossips  the  thing  he  proposed  to  do.  Afterward, 
when  the  overdose  of  drink  in  him  had  turned  to 
poison,  hope  died  again  and  his  mother,  listening 
fearfully  at  his  door,  heard  him  muttering  and  curs- 
ing and  growling  of  death  as  the  only  friend  left  to 
him.  In  the  morning  he  was  oppressed  by  the 
immediate  prospect  of  breathing  the  same  air  with 
Sarah  Belworthy  no  more.  He  alternated  between 
savage  indifference  and  stubborn  fatalism.  In  the 
first  mood  he  was  minded  to  depart  at  once  ;  in  the 
second  he  felt  disposed  to  seek  out  Tim  Chave  and 
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let  the  brute  in  him  have  its  fling.     He  itched   for 
batterings   in   the  flesh.     But  he  visited  Postbridge, 
obtained  the  letter  of  introduction  from  Mr.  Hawkes, 
and  then  seriously  set  himself  to  the  task  of  prepar- 
ing for  departure.     He  told  his  mother  that  he  would 
return  within  a  fortnight,  and  she  rejoiced,  feeling  his 
temporary  absence  a  light  evil  as  compared  with  his 
present    life.     But    the   truth,    that    he    was   leaving 
home  not  to  return,  she  never  suspected.     All  pre- 
liminary matters  arranged,  John   Aggett  bade  fare- 
well, lifted   his  bundle  and   set  out,  after  an   early 
dinner,  for  Ashburton,  and  as  he  passed  Sarah  Bel- 
worthy's   home   and    saw   the    straggling   village   of 
Postbridge  sink  into  the  naked  web  of  the  woods,  a 
dark   inclination  mastered   him   again   and  passions 
that  craved  outlet  in  violence  clouded  down  stormily 
upon  his  soul.     But  resolutely  he  carried  his  turmoil 
of  thoughts  along  at  the  rate  of  four  miles  an  hour, 
and    quickly    passing    beside    the    river    southward, 
approached   Yar   Tor  and   the   road    to    Ashburton. 
Then,  as  there  appeared   the  spectacle  of  Gammer 
Gurney's  cottage,  standing  in  its  innocent  humility 
and    forlorn    loneliness    upon   the   Moor  edge,  John 
observed   a  woman  ahead  of  him  and  realised   that 
the  last  familiar  face  his  eyes  would  rest  upon  must 
be  Sarah  Belworthy's.  Guessing  her  errand,  he  slack- 
ened his  pace  that  she  might  reach  the  cottage  and 
disappear  without  knowledge  of  his  presence  ;  but 
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as  he  walked  more  slowly,  so  did  Sarah,  though 
quite  unconscious  of  the  fact  her  old  lover  was  at 
hand  ;  and  presently,  to  his  astonishment,  the  girl 
stopped  altogether,  hesitated,  and  sat  down  by  the 
wayside  on  a  boulder.  A  determination  not  to  avoid 
her  now  influenced  Aggett.  He  approached,  and,  as 
he  reached  her  and  stood  still,  Sarah  grew  very  pale 
and  showed  some  fear. 

"  You,  Jan  !  An'  settin'  forth  'pon  a  journey  by 
the  look  of  it.     Wheer  be  gwaine  ? " 

"  Out  of  this  anyway." 

"For  long?" 

"  Can't  say  as  to  that.  I  ban't  myself  of  late  days 
— not  my  own  man  as  I  used  to  be.  God  knows 
wheer  my  changed  temper's  like  to  drive  me  in  the 
end." 

"  Tis  the  same  with  me,  Jan.  I  doan't  know  my 
duty  no  clearer  now  than  afore.  I'm  torn  to  pieces 
one  way  an'  another,  an'  theer  won't  be  much  left 
o'  me  worth  any  man's  love  come  bimebye.  Some- 
times I  think  I'll  run  right  away  next  giglet-market l 
to  Okehampton,  come  Our  Lady's  Day,  an'  hire 
myself  out  to  the  fust  as  axes,  an'  never  set  eyes  on 
this  place  more." 

"  Ban't  'e  happy  yet  then  ?  What  more  do  'e 
want  ?  " 

1  Giglet-market.  A  hiring  fair  for  domestic  servants,  held  in  times 
past  at  Okehampton  and  elsewhere  in  the  West. 
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"  My  love's  a  curse  wheer  it  falls.  I  loved  'e  an' 
brought  'e  to  bad  ways  ;  an'  Tim — I've  set  his  nearest 
an'  dearest  against  un.  I  seed  Farmer  Chave  esster- 
day,  an'  he  urged  me  by  the  Book  to  give  un  up." 

'"Struth!  He  said  that,  did  he?  But  you  didn't 
fall  in  vvi'  it,  I  reckon,  else  you  wouldn't  be  here 
now  ?  " 

"  'Tis  all  tu  difficult  for  the  likes  o'  me.  What's  a 
poor  maiden  to  do?  If  I  takes  Tim,  he'll  be  a  ruined 
man,  'cordin'  to  his  father." 

"  'Twas  a  mean,  cowardly  trick  to  threaten  'e." 

"  But  plain  truth — I  could  see  that.  A  terrible 
tantara  theer'll  be  in  Believer  if  he  braves  the  anger 
of  farmer.  I've  prayed  an'  prayed — Lard  He  knows 
how  I've  prayed — 'pon  it,  but " 

"  Prayers  won't  help  'e  ;  leastways,  they  didn't  me. 
I've  lifted  up  far-reachin'  prayers  in  my  time,  I 
promise  you,  Sarah — the  best  I  could  ;  but  never  no 
answer, — never  so  much  as  a  Voice  in  the  night  to 
help  a  chap." 

"  You  done  right  to  pray  an'  you  was  led  right, 
though  you  didn't  know  it.  An'  you'm  well  thought 
of  for  what  you've  done  still,  despite  your  fallin'  away 
arterward." 

"  Never  mind  'bout  me.  I  be  gwaine  far  ways  off, 
an'  so  like's  not  us'll  never  set  eyes  'pon  each  other 
more.  For  me,  I'd  so  soon  end  all  as  not.  But 
for  mother  I  should  have  got  out  of  it  afore  now,  for 
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I  ban't  feared  o'  dyin',  an'  would  go  out  o'  hand  this 
minute.  But  you  ?  Can't  the  man  help  'e  ?  Do  he 
know  your  fix?  What  the  devil  be  he  made  of? 
Sugar  ? " 

"  He  doan't  know  yet  that  I've  spoken  wi'  his 
faither.  An'  he've  been  careful  to  hide  that  his  folks 
was  against  me.  I  s'pose  'tis  natural  they  should 
be  so." 

"  Ess — not  knowin'  you." 

"  An'  in  my  gert  quandary  I  was  gwaine  in  to 
Mother  Gurney  here.  She's  juggled  wi'  my  life 
afore,  seemin'ly,  an'  if  any  knows  what's  to  be  the 
end  of  it,  'tis  her,  I  should  think.  I  want  to  hear 
what's  right  an'  proper.  I'm  so  weary  of  my  days  as 
you.  Life  an'  love  be  gall-bitter  this  way.  Oh,  Jan, 
can't  'e  say  nought  to  comfort  me  ?  Tis  more'n  I 
can  bear." 

She  was  hysterical,  and  he  flung  down  his  bundle 
and  sat  beside  her  and  tried  to  bring  some  peace  to 
her  spirit.  His  heart  was  full  for  her  and  he  spoke 
eagerly.  Then  he  saw  the  gold  and  coral  on  her 
finger  and  stopped  talking  and  put  his  elbows  on 
his  knees  and  his  big  sandy  head  down  on  his  hands. 

"  'Twas  what  you  done,  'twas  same  as  what  you 
done,"  she  said.  "  You  left  me  for  love  of  me  ;  why 
can't  I  leave  Tim  for  love  of  him  ?  " 

"  'Tis  axin'  a  woman  tu  much." 

A    long    silence    reigned.      Wind-blown     ponies 

G 
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stamped  and  snorted  close  at  hand,  and  from  a 
window  in  the  neighbouring  cottage  a  sharp  eye 
watched  the  man  and  woman.  Gammer  was  counting 
the  chances  of  a  customer,  possibly  two. 

Fired  with  a  glimmer  of  the  hope  that  can  never 
perish  while  the  maid  is  free,  John  Aggett  argued  the 
advantages  of  obedience  to  Farmer  Chave.  He  felt 
himself  base  in  this,  but  Sarah  was  under  his  eyes, 
within  reach  of  his  arm.  Her  hot  tears  were  on  his 
hand. 

"  'Tis  for  you  I  be  thinkin',  though  you  might  say 
'twas  two  words  for  myself  an'  but  one  for  you.  I 
wants  your  sorrow  turned  into  joy,  Sally,  if  it's  a 
thing  can  be  done.  Leave  me  out — theer — now  I'm 
not  thinkin'  for  myself  at  all.  Leave  me  out,  an' 
leave  him  out,  an'  bide  a  maid  till  the  right  man  finds 
'e.  I  lay  he  haven't  crossed  your  path  yet.  Give 
young  Chave  up  for  your  own  sake,  if  not  his,  an' 
look  life  in  the  face  again  free." 

He  continued  fitfully  in  this  strain,  quenching  his 
own  dim  hope  remorselessly  as  he  spoke,  and  she, 
hearing  little  save  the  drone  of  his  voice,  occupied 
herself  with  her  own  thoughts.  Her  emotions  to- 
ward John  Aggett  had  never  much  changed.  Her 
love  for  Tim,  being  a  feeling  of  different  quality,  had 
left  her  temperate  if  sincere  regard  for  John  un- 
moved. Possibly  his  own  action  in  the  past  had 
rendered    her    more    kindly   disposed    to   him   than 
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before.  There  certainly  existed  in  her  mind  a  home- 
spun, drab  regard  for  him,  and  circumstances  had  not 
changed  it. 

Now  as  he  strengthened  her  determination  to  give 
up  her  lover  for  her  lover's  good,  and  despite  the 
bitterness  of  her  spirit  before  the  sacrifice,  she  could 
find  some  room  in  her  mind  for  the  man  before  her. 
To-day  the  presence  of  Sarah  awoke  the  finest  note  in 
John.  His  first  dim  hope  was  extinguished  ;  he  soared 
above  it,  resolutely  banished  any  personal  interest  in 
the  problem  now  to  be  solved,  and  assumed  that  Sarah 
had  similarly  obliterated  him  from  all  considerations 
of  the  future.     But  it  was  not  so. 

Presently  the  girl  declared  her  mind  to  be  made 
up  and  promised  that  she  would  break  off  her  en- 
gagement. For  a  moment  the  other  showed  hearty 
satisfaction,  then  his  forehead  grew  wrinkled. 

"  One  thing  mind,"  he  said.  "  My  name  must  not 
crop  up  no  more  in  this.  Ban't  that  I  fear  anything 
man  can  do,  but  theer'll  be  no  weight  to  what  you 
sez  onless  you  make  it  clear  'tis  your  own  thought. 
'Tis  you  I  care  about — an'  'tis  him  you  care  about. 
I  be  gude  as  gone  a'ready.  'Twas  mere  chance 
throwed  us  together,  an'  none  need  know  'bout  it." 

She  was  silent  awhile,  then  put  her  hand  out  to 
him. 

"  I  do  owe  you  more'n  ever  a  maid  owed  a  man,  I 
reckon." 
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He  took  and  held  the  hand  extended. 

"You  cannot  help  what's  past  and  gone.  Just  call 
me  home  to  your  mind  now  an'  again — that's  all  I 
ax  'e.  Now  I  must  be  movin',  for  I've  got  long  ways 
to  go  to-day." 

Even  in  her  misery  she  took  a  mournful  pleasure 
in  her  power  to  command. 

"  Sit  down  an'  bide  till  I  bid  you  go,"  she  said. 

He  obeyed,  resumed  the  seat  from  which  he  had 
risen  and  tied  and  untied  his  bundle,  but  did  not 
speak. 

"If  us  could  call  back  a  year  an'  begin  livin'  all 
over  again,  Jan." 

He  looked  down  at  her,  puzzled. 

"  A  man  would  give  his  soul  to  go  back  a  bit 
sometimes  ;  but  that's  about  the  awnly  thing  God 
A'mighty's  self  can't  do,  I  reckon.  'Tis  more'n  His 
power  to  give  back  essterday." 

"  He  can  do  it  His  own  way.  He  can  help  us 
poor  unhappy  creatures  to  forget." 

"  So  can  a  pint  of  old  ale  ;  not  but  them  around 
about  a  man  mostly  looks  to  it  that  the  raw  of 
sorrow  shan't  heal  tu  quick  for  want  of  callin'  to 
mind." 

"  Jan,  I'm  gwaine  to  give  him  up.  I  have  given 
him  up  for  all  time.  I  shall  alius  love  him,  Jan, 
because  I  must.  But  that  is  all.  An'  you — you 
mustn't  go  out  into  the  world  an'  wander  'pon  the 
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airth  an'  maybe  never  come  home  no  more  through 
fault  of  mine.  Ban't  fair  as  two  men  should  break 
theer  hearts  an'  have  theer  days  ruined  for  one 
worthless  woman.  What  I  am,  I  am  ;  what  I  felt 
for  you,  Jan,  I  feel — no  more,  no  less.  Tisn't  I 
loved  you  less  than  I  always  did,  but  him  more.  If 
'tis  unmaidenly  so  to  say,  rebuke  me,  Jan." 

Thus  she  deliberately  came  into  his  life  again  for 
the  third  time,  and  he  was  overwhelmed.  And  yet 
his  answer  was  one  of  almost  savage  fierceness. 
Joy  shook  him,  too — a  sort  of  incredulous  joy,  as 
when  one  dreams  rare  things,  yet  knows  that  one 
dreams.  The  mingled  emotions  of  the  time  upset 
his  self-control,  induced  a  sort  of  tense  excitation 
and  rendered  his  voice  indistinct,  hollow,  mumbling 
as  that  of  a  man  drunken  or  cleft  in  palate. 

"  That !  That !  You  say  that  to  me — arter  all 
these  long,  long  days  !  To  come  back  now !  God 
in  Heaven,  what  a  puppet  dance  'tis !  Now  here, 
now  theer — be  your  heart  so  light  as  thistledown  ? 
I  doan't  know  wheer  I  stand  ;  I'm  mazed  as  a  sheep 
this  minute.     An'  you'd  come  back  to  me  now?" 

"  I  would,  Jan.     I  will." 

"  An'  live  man  an'  wife  to  the  li'l  lew  cot  offered  us 
by  the  gudeness  of  Farmer  ?  " 

"  No,  not  that.  I  couldn't  do  that.  You've  a 
heart  soft  enough  to  understand.  I'll  go  with  'e, 
wheer  you  be  gwaine — ay,  this  very  day  I  will.     But 
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I  can't  bide  here.  I  must  get  away  from — from 
mother,  an'  faither,  an'  all.  Then  us  can  send  a 
packet  to  'em  from  far  off.  Anywheer  but  Post- 
bridge,  Jan." 

"  You'm  in  honest,  sober,  Bible  earnest,  Sarah  ?  " 

"  God's  my  witness,  I  be." 

"  Then  He's  my  witness,  tu,  that  I  stand  here  a 
new  man — an'  not  shamed  o'  the  crumbs  from 
t'other's  table.  You  to  come  back !  'Tis  more'n 
my  deserts — such  a  drunken  swine  as  I've  been 
since " 

He  paused  a  moment,  then  his  manner  changed 
suddenly  and  he  gripped  the  girl's  arm  so  hard  and 
glared  so  wildly  that  Gammer  Gurney  from  her 
window  feared  a  serious  quarrel  and  nearly  rushed 
out  to  separate  them. 

"  Mind  this,  then,"  he  said,  with  harsh  intensity. 
"  Mind  this  now  ;  you'm  my  whole  life  again — body 
an'  bones,  an'  blood,  an'  soul, — from  this  moment 
onwards.  Theer's  gwaine  to  be  no  more  changing 
now — no  more  altering  your  mind — or,  by  Christ,  I 
won't  answer  for  myself.  I  ban't  so  strong  o'  will  as 
I  was,  an'  since  you've  corned  to  me  of  your  own  free 
will,  mine  you'll  be  till  death  ends  it ;  an'  Lard  help 
them  as  try  to  keep  us  apart  now.  Lard  help  'em 
an'  deliver  'em  from  me.  You've  come,  an'  I  trust 
'e — trust  'e  same  as  I  trust  the  sun  to  rise.  But  if 
you  throw   me  over   again,   I'll No  matter  to 
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speak  on  that  Awnly  I'll  be  true  as  steel  to  'e  ;  an' 
you  must  play  your  part  an'  look  over  your  shoulder 
no  more.  You've  spoke  out  o'  your  heart,  me  out  o' 
mine  ;  so  let  it  be." 

She  was  alarmed  at  this  outburst  uttered  with 
almost  brutal  energy  and  in  loud  accents.  But  it 
served  its  purpose  and  impressed  her  vacillating 
spirit  with  the  impossibility  of  any  further  changes. 

"  We've  been  up  an'  down,  him  an'  me,  full  long 
enough,"  continued  Aggett.  "  Now,  thanks  be  to  a 
just  God  as  I'd  nearly  forgot,  you've  come  back  to 
me  an'  I  could  crow  like  a  marnin'  cock  to  think  it. 
An'  now  what'll  please  'e  to  do  ?  Will  'e  come  along 
o'  me  this  minute?" 

"  Ess — no — not  now  ;  but  to-night  I  might.  I 
must  go  home  an'  put  together  a  few  things  an'  pack 
up  others.  I  can  send  along  to  home  for  my  li'l  box 
later." 

"  To-night,  then.  An',  come  next  Sunday,  us'Il  be 
axed  out  in  church  at  Ashburton  straightway.  Come 
to  think,  'twould  be  better  for  you  to  bide  along 
wi'  your  folk  until  I  be  ready  for  'e  a  week  or  two 
hence." 

"  No — I "     She  was  going  to  confess  that  she 

could  not  trust  herself,  but  feared  his  eyes. 

"  Why  for  not  ? " 

"  I  won't  stop  here  without  you.  I'll  come.  They 
can  hear  the  truth  after  I  have  gone." 
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"  To-night,  then,"  he  said. 

"  Wheer  shall  I  meet  'e  to  ?  " 

"  By  the  beech — you  know.  Through  the  woods 
be  the  nearest  road  for  us.  To  the  gert  beech,  wheer 
I  set  our  letters  in  a  love  knot.  No  better  place. 
Theer  I'll  come,  an'  theer  I'll  count  to  see  'e  when 
the  moon  rises  over  the  hill.  An'  doan't  'e  keep  me 
waitin' — not  a  moment,  not  the  atom  of  a  moment ! 
I've  gone  through  enough,  an'  my  brain  spins  yet  to 
think  o'  the  past.  Suffer  more  I  can't — no  more  at 
all.  You'll  be  sorry  to  your  dying  day  if  you'm  late. 
Better  never  come  than  that.  My  head  be  full  o' 
strange  things  at  this  wonnerful  happy  happening — 
strange  things — but  I'll  say  no  more  than  bid  you 
be  to  the  beech  by  moon-rise,  if  'tis  true  that  you 
love  me  an'  not  false.  Be  theer — or  you'll  awnly 
repent  it  once,  Sarah,  an'  that's  so  long  as  you  do 
live  arter." 

He  exhibited  little  love  now  and  less  tenderness. 
It  almost  appeared  that  a  mind  long  familiar  with 
darkness  was  unable  to  accept  and  understand  the 
light  suddenly  shed  upon  it.  A  note  of  impending 
catastrophe  sounded  in  his  words,  seemed  shadowed 
in  his  wild  eyes. 

"  You  fright  me,"  said  Sarah.  "  You  doan't  take 
me  as  I  hoped  you  would.  You  ban't  your  old  self, 
yet.  How  should  you  be  for  that  matter?  'Tis  only 
poor  second-hand  goods  I'm  bringing  to  e." 
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"  Not  so.  Tis  what  I  had  first  promise  of.  I'll  be 
all  a  man  can  be  to  'e — all  I  should  be.  Forgive  me 
for  harsh  words  ;  but  I  be  dazed  wi'  this  gert  come- 
along-o'-it.  I've  been  sore  let  for  many  days,  an' 
'twill  take  time  to  make  me  see  wi'  the  old  eyes  when 
the  brains  in  my  head  grow  sweet  an'  cool  again,  an' 
the  poison  works  out  of  'em." 

They  talked  a  little  while  longer,  then  the  white 
witch  from  her  chamber  window  saw  them  turn  and 
together  retrace  their  steps. 


X 

That  highest  hope,  long  abandoned,  should  thus 
suddenly  return  within  his  reach,  staggered  John 
Aggett,  and  went  far  to  upset  the  man's  mental 
equilibrium.  Indeed,  it  had  been  but  a  little  ex- 
aggeration to  describe  his  mind  as,  for  the  time,  un- 
hinged. The  splendour  of  his  changed  position 
dazed  him.  Joy  and  bewilderment  strove  for 
mastery,  and  from  a  medley  of  poignant  sensa- 
tions was  bred  the  passionate  desire  of  possession, 
and  a  wild  hunger  to  secure  for  his  own  what  had 
been  withheld  so  long. 

Sarah  Belworthy,  for  her  part,  experienced  great 
turbulence  of  conflicting  fears.  Her  mind  was  fixed, 
yet  had  something  in  it  of  absolute  terror,  as  she 
reflected  upon  the  recent  interview.     She  had  offered 
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herself  to  him  as  a  sudden  inspiration  ;  and  now, 
retracing  that  fevered  scene,  John  Aggett's  frenzy  of 
demeanour  alarmed  her  much,  for  it  was  a  revela- 
tion of  the  man  she  had  not  encountered  until  then. 
Presently  an  answer  came  to  her  puzzled  mind — 
a  solution  of  a  sort  that  made  the  blood  surge  hotly 
to  Sarah's  face.  Could  it  be  that  she  had  offered 
herself  where  she  was  wanted  no  more?  Had  John's 
chivalry  alone  been  responsible  for  his  ready  under- 
taking to  receive  her  back  ?  She  nearly  screamed  in 
the  silence  of  her  little  chamber  at  this  thought ; 
she  desisted  from  her  labour  of  preparation  and 
flung  herself  upon  her  bed  in  secret  shame.  But 
reason  quickly  banished  the  fear.  She  remembered 
the  man's  intoxication  of  joy,  his  delirious  thanks- 
giving. She  felt  her  bosom  sore  where  he  had 
hugged  her  to  himself  and  praised  the  God  of 
Justice.  Next  she  retraced  his  subsequent  display 
of  passion,  his  extravagant  utterances  and  threats. 
She  realised  very  fully  that  he  held  the  pending  crisis 
as  one  of  vital  magnitude  and  knew  that  he  was 
strung  to  a  pitch  far  beyond  any  that  previous  ex- 
perience of  him  had  exhibited  or  revealed  to  her. 
She  determined  to  give  him  no  cause  for  further 
excitement  and  so  returned  to  her  work,  wondering 
the  while  what  this  ingredient  of  fear  might  be  that 
had  entered  into  her  emotions  concerning  him. 

Anon  her  thoughts  passed  to  the  other  man,  and 
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the  last  struggle  began.  For  his  own  salvation  she 
was  leaving  him,  but  with  natural  human  weakness 
she  much  desired  that  he  should  know  of  her  great 
sacrifice  in  the  time  to  come.  That  Timothy  should 
pursue  his  life  in  ignorance  of  the  truth  after  she  had 
departed  was  a  terrible  thought  to  Sarah  ;  but,  since 
to  see  him  again  appeared  out  of  the  question,  there 
remained  a  possibility  that  he  would  deem  her  faith- 
less and  worthless  to  the  end.  She  knelt  and  prayed 
that  the  nature  of  the  thing  she  had  done  might  be 
revealed  to  him  in  fulness  of  time  ;  and  then  her  mind 
grew  active  in  another  direction  and  she  marvelled 
why  she  had  thrown  herself  back  into  her  first  lover's 
arms  and  not  taken  his  advice  to  remain  free  of  both. 
Her  feelings  toward  Aggett  eluded  all  possibility  of 
analysis  or  understanding.  She  fled  from  them  to 
the  task  of  setting  her  small  possessions  in  order  and 
packing  her  basket  for  the  forthcoming  departure. 

Sarah  could  not  write,  and  she  was  unable  therefore 
to  leave  any  message  for  her  parents.  Their  anxiety 
must  endure  for  the  space  of  a  day  and  night,  but 
might  then  be  allayed.  She  pictured  herself  dictat- 
ing a  letter  to  the  scrivener  at  Ashburton,  and 
wondered  what  she  should  put  in  it. 

As  the  time  approached  and  the  day  died,  the 
vision  of  Timothy  grew  clearer  and  more  clear.  She 
saw  his  grief  and  indignation,  his  sorrow  and  dismay; 
she  knew  every  line  in  his  face  which  would  contract, 
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every  furrow  that  would  be  deepened  at  this  event ; 
and  she  speculated  drearily  upon  his  course  of 
action  and  shivered  at  the  possibility  of  a  meeting 
between  the  men.  Her  distraction  did  not  obscure 
the  drift  of  John's  last  words,  or  blind  her  to  the 
importance  of  keeping  tryst  at  the  beech,  for  he 
had  made  it  clear  that  some  disaster  must  over- 
take them  if  she  delayed  her  coming  beyond  the 
rising  of  the  moon.  It  wanted  twenty  minutes  to 
eight  when  Sarah  started  to  meet  the  partner  of 
her  future  life ;  and  as  her  destination  was  only  a 
short  half-mile  distant,  she  allowed  ample  time  to 
reach  it. 

Meantime  Aggett  had  passed  down  the  hill  five 
minutes  sooner.  It  was  a  night  of  broken  clouds. 
Rapid  motion  in  the  direction  of  the  zenith  seemed 
imparted  to  the  stars,  as  scattered  vapour,  driven 
before  a  light  north-westerly  breeze,  passed  across 
them.  With  ascending  movement,  the  moon  would 
presently  mount  a  silvery  stairway  of  clouds  and 
pass  swimming  upward  across  one  scattered  tract  of 
darkness  to  the  next.  The  nocturnal  world  beneath 
was  full  of  soft  light  and  sweet  spring  scent.  Nature's 
busy  fingers  moved  about  those  duties  men  see  not 
in  the  act.  From  umbels  of  infant  chestnut  leaves 
she  drew  the  sheaths,  loosed  the  folds  of  primroses 
and  wood  anemones,  opened  the  little  olive-coloured 
buds  of  the  woodbine's  foliage,  liberated  the  chryso- 
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prase  spears  of  the  wild  arums  from  the  dry  earth 
A  fern  owl  whirred  and  wheeled  about  a  blackthorn 
tree  that  stood  alone  near  Aggett's  cottage  door. 
Green  leaves  now  clothed  it,  where  a  few  weeks 
earlier,  blossoms  had  made  the  tree  snow  white.  The 
spring  green  of  field  and  forest  and  hedgerow  looked 
wan  under  the  increasing  light  of  the  eastern  horizon ; 
valleyward  a  mist,  born  of  recent  rain,  wound  sinu- 
ously and  shimmered  opalescent,  while  above  all 
loomed  a  background  of  night-hidden  Moor.  Viewed 
at  this  distance  the  waste  returned  no  spark  or 
twinkle  from  the  sky,  but  extended,  darkly  and 
gigantically,  along  the  horizon  and  made  the  upper 
chambers  of  the  air  shine  out  the  brighter  for  its  own 
dimensionless  obscurity. 

John  Aggett  passed  from  the  embrace  of  the  night 
wind  into  the  denser  atmosphere  of  the  woods 
beneath.  A  stream  brawled  beside  him  and  ran 
before  the  cottage  of  the  Belworthys.  Here  he 
dawdled  a  moment  half  in  hope  to  meet  Sarah ;  but 
he  felt  confident  that  she  was  in  reality  before  him 
and  would  be  waiting  ere  now  at  the  beech.  Pro- 
ceeding downward  he  passed  a  young  man  leaning 
against  a  gate.  The  youth  stood  quite  motionless, 
and  over  his  shoulder  Aggett  observed  widespread- 
ing  grass-lands.  Upon  the  expanse  of  dim  green, 
parallel  bars  of  faint  light  between  equal  tracts  of 
gloom    indicated    that    a    roller    had    been    passed 
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regularly  over  the  field  to  better  its  promise  of  future 
hay. 

The  man  turned,  and  John,  knowing  the  other  for 
Timothy  Chave,  guessed  that  he  awaited  a  com- 
panion. Instant  rage  set  his  blood  racing  ;  the  veins 
in  his  neck  and  forehead  bulged ;  the  muscles  of 
hand  and  arm  hardened,  but  he  kept  in  shadow  and 
passed  upon  the  farther  side  of  the  road  where  the 
stream  ran.  Timothy  said  "  good  night "  in  the 
voice  of  one  who  does  not  recognise  him  to  whom 
he  speaks ;  but  Aggett  returned  no  answer  and, 
satisfied  that  he  had  not  been  recognised,  soon 
passed  out  of  earshot.  His  mind  was  now  darker 
than  the  shadows  of  the  pine  trees,  fuller  of  brooding 
whispers  than  their  inky  tops  ;  but  he  fought  against 
foreboding  with  the  full  strength  of  his  will,  set  pre- 
sentiment of  evil  behind  him,  and  lifted  his  voice  and 
spoke  aloud  to  cheer  himself. 

"  Her'll  be  down-along;  her'll  surely  be  down-along, 
dear  heart,  waitin'  for  me.  She  knows  nought  about 
the  chap  standin'  theer.  It  can't  be.  She'm  strong 
set  to  follow,  for  'tis  the  road  of  her  own  choosin'." 

He  proceeded  to  the  spot  where  Sarah  had  first 
promised  herself  to  him.  The  beech  bole  shone 
ghost  grey ;  as  yet  no  copper-coloured  bud-spike  had 
opened  and  aloft  the  thickening  traceries  still  spotted 
by  a  few  seed-cases  of  last  year's  mast,  showed  in 
wonderful    black   lace   work   against  the    silver    sky. 
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Sarah  Belworthy  was  not  visible,  and  Aggett  felt  a 
mighty  dread  tightening  at  his  stomach,  like  hands. 
He  threw  down  his  bundle  and  stick.  Then  he 
listened  awhile,  only  to  hear  the  jolt  and  grind  of 
a  wood-sledge  proceeding  down  the  hill.  He  looked 
about  him,  calculated  that  it  yet  wanted  ten  minutes 
to  moon-rise,  then  struck  a  light  with  a  flint,  puffed 
it  into  flame  and  sought  idly  for  the  initials  and 
lover's  knot  that  he  had  set  upon  the  beech.  His 
work  had  suffered  little  since  its  first  completion  ; 
but  now  it  vanished,  for,  upon  some  sudden  whim, 
the  man  fetched  out  his  knife,  obliterated  the  in- 
scription with  a  few  heavy  gashes,  pared  all  away, 
and  left  nothing  but  a  raw  white  blaze  upon  the 
bark.  His  own  downcast  condition  puzzled  him. 
Now,  albeit  within  five  minutes  of  his  triumph,  now, 
while  each  moment  was  surely  bringing  Sarah  to  him 
on  tripping  feet,  he  grew  more  morose  and  ill  at  ease. 
It  was  the  thought  of  the  other  standing  at  the  gate. 
Once  more  John  talked  to  himself  aloud  to  cheer 
his  spirit.  "  Curse  the  fule — standin'  so  stark  as 
a  mommet1  to  fright  pixies.  Her  won't  stop  for 
him — never.     Her'll  come;  her's  promised." 

He  repeated  the  words  over  and  over  again  like 

a  parrot ;  but  a  voice,  loud  as  his  own,  answered  him 

and  mocked  him  out  of  the  darkness.     His  life  and 

its  futility  reeled  before   him,  like   phantasmagoria 

1  Mommet,     Scarecrow. 
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upon  the  night.  He  stamped  and  swore  to  disturb 
the  visions  ;  but  as  he  waited  and  listened  for  Sarah's 
coming,  the  past  took  visible  shape  again  and  sum- 
moned pictures  of  days  gone  by,  when  he  went 
wool-gathering  with  little  Sally  on  the  Moor.  No 
sound  broke  the  silence,  no  footfall  gladdened  his 
heart.  And  then  there  floated  out  the  moon  over 
the  black  billows  of  the  horizon.  Very  slowly  its 
silver  ascended  into  the  sky  and  rained  splendour 
upon  the  nocturnal  earth.  The  hour  of  moon-rise 
was  numbered  with  time  past  and  the  world  rolled 
on. 

Great  floods  of  passion  drowned  the  man.  He 
flung  himself  upon  the  earth  and  beat  the  young 
green  things  with  his  clenched  hands.  The  smell  of 
bruised  primroses  touched  his  nostrils  and  in  the 
spirit  he  saw  Sarah  Belworthy  again  bearing  a  great 
nosegay  of  them.  She  moved  beside  him  through 
a  bygone  April ;  her  laugh  made  music  through  the 
spring  woods  ;  her  lips  were  very  red  ;  and  round  her 
girl's  throat  hung  a  little  necklace  of  hedge-sparrow's 
eggs,  blue  as  the  vernal  sky. 

Aggett  arose,  rubbed  the  earth  from  his  knuckles 
and  began  to  tighten  the  thong  he  wore  about  his 
waist.  But  the  leather  under  his  hands  suddenly 
challenged  his  mind,  and  he  took  off  the  belt  and 
examined  it. 

"  Her  never  loved  me — never — never,"  he  said  to 


MOUND   BY   THE   WAY  97 

the  night.     "To  leave  me  arter  what  I  said— to  leave 

me  now  knowin' 'Tis  enough.     I  be  tired — I 

be  weary  of  the  whole  earth.    Her  lied  to  me  through 
it  all ;  but  I  won't  lie  to  she." 

He  flung  down  the  belt,  then  picked  it  up  again 
and  removed  a  little  bag  that  was  fastened  to  it  and 
contained  a  few  shillings  in  silver.  This  he  placed 
beside  his  bundle.  Then  he  flung  the  long  snaky- 
coil  of  the  girdle  upon  the  ground  and  stood  staring 
at  it. 

Elsewhere,  Sarah,  hastening  down  the  hill  five 
minutes  after  John  had  noted  Timothy  at  the  gate 
of  the  hayfield,  similarly  saw  and  recognised  him. 
His  presence  reminded  her  of  a  fact  entirely  for- 
gotten during  the  recent  storm  and  stress.  He  was 
there  by  appointment  and  eager  to  hear  the  first 
rustle  of  his  sweetheart's  approach.  Now  her  heart 
flogged  at  her  breast  and  she  felt  her  knees  weaken. 
But  she  kept  steadily  on  with  averted  face  and  in- 
stinct quick  to  find  concealment  in  every  shadow. 
She  drew  her  hood  about  her  and  walked  upon  the 
grass  by  the  wayside. 

The  man  heard  and  turned,  waking  from  a  reverie. 
He  saw  his  sweetheart  even  as  she  passed  him  by. 

"Sally!     It  is  Sally!  "he  cried. 

She  did  not  answer,  though  his  voice  shook  her 
to  the  well-springs  of  her  life ;   and  he,  supposing 

H 
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that  she  was  about  some  lover's  pretty  folly,  laughed 
joyously  and  came  after  her.  Then  she  hastened 
the  more,  and  he  did  likewise. 

"  A  starlight  chase !  So  be  it,  sweetheart ;  but 
you'll  have  to  pay  a  heavy  penalty  when  I  catch 
you  ! " 

Still  she  could  not  speak  ;  then,  perceiving  that  he 
must  speedily  overtake  her,  she  found  her  tongue. 

"  For  Christ's  sake,  doan't  'e  follow  me !  'Tis  life 
— life  an'  death.  Ban't  no  time  for  play.  Turn 
back,  Tim,  turn  back  if  you  ever  loved  me." 

Her  tone  alarmed  him  and  he  hesitated  a  moment, 
then  came  steadily  on  again,  calling  to  Sarah  to 
stop. 

"  Tell  me  what's  amiss — quick — quick,  dear  one  ! 
Who  should  help  you  in  the  whole  world  but  your 
Tim  ?  " 

Now  her  quick  brains  had  devised  a  means  of 
possible  escape.  The  stream  that  ran  by  the  road 
here  passed  immediately  under  a  high  hazel  hedge, 
and  the  bank  had  been  torn  down  by  cattle  at  one 
point.  Upon  the  other  side  of  this  gap  extended 
a  narrow  meadow  at  the  fringe  of  young  coppice 
woods.  Once  within  this  shelter  Sarah  felt  she 
might  be  safe.  But  there  was  not  a  moment  to  lose, 
for  Tim  had  now  approached  within  fifteen  yards  of 
her.  A  thousand  thoughts  hastened  through  the 
girl's  mind  in  those  fleeting  moments,  and  not  the 
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least  was  one  of  indignation  against  her  pursuer. 
She  had  bid  him  stay  in  the  name  of  Christ,  yet  he 
paid  no  heed,  but  blundered  on,  dead  to  consequences, 
ignorant  of  the  awful  evil  for  which  he  might  be  re- 
sponsible if  he  restrained  her.  To  leap  the  stream 
was  Sarah's  first  task — a  feat  trifling  by  day,  but  not 
so  easy  now  that  night  had  sucked  detail  from  the 
scene  and  banished  every  particular  of  the  brook's 
rough  course.  Here  its  waters  chattered  invisible ; 
here  they  dipped  under  young  grasses  and  forget- 
me-nots  ;  here  twinkled  out  only  to  vanish  again 
engulfed  by  great  shadows.  The  girl  sped  upon  her 
uneven  way,  marked  the  gap  ahead  and  in  her  haste, 
mistaking  for  light  a  grey  stone  immediately  before 
her  at  a  little  bend  in  the  stream,  leapt  forward, 
struck  her  feet  against  granite,  and,  falling,  spread 
her  hands  to  save  herself.  But,  despite  this  action, 
her  forehead  came  violently  against  the  stone  and 
her  left  foot  suffered  still  more  severely.  She  struggled 
to  recover  and  rise ;  while  her  basket  tumbled  into 
the  stream,  scattering  small,  precious  possessions  on 
the  water.  With  a  desperate  effort  Sarah  actually 
regained  her  feet,  but  only  to  lose  consciousness  and 
be  caught  up  in  Tim  Chave's  arms  as  she  fell  again. 

Then  it  was  her  pursuer's  turn  to  suffer ;  though 
rapid  action  relieved  him  of  some  anxiety  and  oc- 
cupied his  mind.  The  place  was  very  lonely  ;  the 
girl  apparently  dead.    For  half  an  hour  he  sought  to 
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revive  her  ;  then  she  opened  her  eyes  and  lifted  them 
to  the  moon  ;  and  by  slow  stages  of  broken  thoughts 
took  up  the  thread  of  her  life  again. 

"Thank  God — thank  God,  my  darling!  If  you 
only  knew  what  I  have  endured.  I  thought  you  had 
killed  yourself  and  the  terror  of  it  has  made  me 
grow  old.  What,  in  Heaven's  name,  were  you  doing 
to  run  from  me  like  that?" 

She  put  up  one  hand  to  her  head  and  uttered 
a  shivering  sigh,  but  as  yet  lacked  the  power  to 
speak.  Beneath  her  hair  was  a  terrible  bruise,  and 
she  felt  that  something  stabbed  her  eyes  and  made 
them  flash  red  fiery  rings  into  the  cold  silver  of  the 
moonlight. 

"  Speak,"  he  said,  "just  one  little  word,  my  treasure 
— just  one  word,  so  that  I  may  know  my  life  has 
come  back  to  me." 

Then  she  spoke,  slowly  at  first,  with  increased 
speed  as  her  memory  regained  clearness. 

"  No — no — no.  Not  to  Tim — not  back  to  Tim. 
I  remember.  I  fell  running  away  from  'e.  You  sinned 
a  gert  sin  to  come  arter  me  when  I  bade  'e  in  Christ's 
name  to  let  me  abide.  Help  me  now — now  'fore  'tis 
tu  late.  'Tis  the  least  you  can  do  an'  theer's  a  man's 
life  hanging  to  it  for  all  I  know.  Say  nothin' ;  ax 
nothin' ;  help  me — help  me  quick  to  go  to  un." 

"  To  whom,  Sarah  ?  You're  dreaming,  lovey. 
Who  should   I  take  you  to — your  father?     But  I'm 
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here — -Timothy — an'  thank  God  I  was.  What 
frightened  you  so  ?  Like  a  moonbeam  you  went 
and  nearly  broke  your  neck  and  my  heart  together 
— 'pon  my  honour  you  did." 

"  Help  me,"  she  said.  "  Give  over  talkin',  for  it 
ban't  the  time.  You'll  know  how  'twas  some  day. 
I've  prayed  solemn  as  you  should  know.  Let  me  go 
down-along  quick — quicker'n  lightning — or  it  may 
be  too  late.  Wheer's  my  basket  gone  ?  I  had  a  li'l 
basket.  An'  alius  b'lieve  I  loved  'e — b'lieve  it  to  the 
end  of  the  world." 

"  As  if  I  ever  doubted  it  ?  Now  let  me  carry  you 
right  home,  my  little  wounded  bird.  The  sooner  the 
better." 

"  No,  I  tell  'e.  Help  me  to  my  feet — now  this 
instant  minute,  if  you  doan't  want  me  to  go  mad ! 
Theer's  things  hid — terrible  things !  I  must  go. 
He  won't  wait  for  me ;  he  swore  it.  Down  to  the 
gert  beech  he  bides — Jan — Jan  Aggett  !  Oh,  help 
me,  my  own  love  ;  help  me,  Tim,  for  my  body's 
weak  an'  I  can't  rise  up  without  'e.'' 

"  To  him — help  you  to  him  !  " 

"  I  mean  it.  I  can't  tell  you  nothin'.  For  the 
love  of  the  Lard,  doan't  talk  no  more.  Oh,  if  I 
thwart  un  ! " 

She  struggled  desperately,  like  a  trapped  animal 
that  sees  dog  or  man  approaching ;  and  he  helped 
her  to  stand,  though  now  he  scarcely  knew  what  he 
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did.  Then  the  pang  of  a  dislocated  bone  in  her  foot 
pierced  the  girl  and  she  cried  aloud  and  sank  back 
breathless  and  faint  with  pain. 

"  I  can't  go  to  un,  so  you  must.  Hasten,  hasten, 
if  ever  you  loved  me,  an'  mend  the  gert  wrong  you've 
done  by  bringing  me  to  this.  Speed  down  to  the 
beech  at  the  corner  o'  the  woods  an'  tell  Jan  Aggett 
what  have  fallen  out.  Never  mind  me ;  my  foot 
ban't  no  account;  but  Jan — him — tell  un  I'm  here 
against  my  will.  Shout  aloud  through  the  peace  o' 
the  night  as  you'm  coming  to  un  from  me." 

Still  he  hesitated  until  her  voice  rose  in  a  high- 
pitched  shriek  of  impatience  and  she  tore  her  hair 
and  beat  her  breast.  Then  he  departed  and  even 
ran  as  she  screamed  to  him  to  go  faster. 

Once  fairly  started,  Timothy  made  the  best  of  his 
way  to  Postbridge  for  a  doctor  and  man's  aid  to 
carry  Sarah  to  her  home.  At  the  dripping  well 
beside  the  stile  he  stopped  a  moment  and  shouted 
his  rival's  name  till  the  woods  echoed ;  but  no  answer 
came  and  he  ran  on,  gasping,  to  the  village. 

Fifteen  minutes  later  Timothy  returned  to  the  hill 
with  a  medical  man  and  two  labourers.  Investiga- 
tion proved  that  Sarah  Belworthy  had  not  been  very 
gravely  injured,  though  her  mind  was  evidently 
suffering  from  some  serious  shock.  She  asked  for 
Aggett  on  Tim's  return  and,  being  assured  that  he 
had  left  the  beech  tree  before  her  messenger  reached 
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it,  she  relapsed  into  silence.  Soon  the  slight  dis- 
location in  her  foot  was  reduced  and  she  lay  in 
comfort  on  the  pallet  that  she  had  thought  to  press 
no  more. 

XI 

A  small  boy,  playing  truant  from  his  dame's 
school,  discovered  the  nature  of  John  Aggett's  final 
action.  The  lad,  seeking  for  those  elements  of 
mystery  and  adventure  never  absent  from  a  wood, 
found  both  readily  enough,  where  a  great  beech 
stood  at  the  precincts  of  the  pine  forest.  First  a 
bundle  in  a  red  handkerchief  with  a  stout  stick 
lying  beside  it  made  the  explorer  peep  fearfully 
about  for  the  owner.  Then  he  found  him  ;  and  the 
small  boy's  eyes  grew  round,  his  hair  rose  under  his 
cap  and  his  jaw  fell.  Lifted  but  a  few  inches  above 
his  head,  and  hanging  by  the  neck  from  a  great  limb 
of  the  beech  was  a  man  weary  of  waiting  for  a 
woman  who  could  not  keep  her  word. 

In  the  earth  they  laid  John  Aggett,  at  the  junction 
of  cross  roads  not  far  from  his  mother's  home;  and 
they  handled  his  clay  roughly  and,  cutting  a  black- 
thorn stake  from  the  tree  by  his  cottage  door,  buried 
the  man  with  old-time  indignities  and  set  no  mark 
upon  his  grave. 

For  two  years  Sarah  and  Timothy  were  strangers 
after  that  night ;  then  Farmer  Chave  passed  to  his 
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ancestors  and  Tim  found  himself  lord  of  Believer 
Barton  and  a  free  man.  In  course  of  time  he  won 
the  girl  back — indeed  little  effort  was  needed  to  do 
so.  Their  wedded  life  is  not  recorded  and  may  be 
supposed  to  have  passed  peacefully  away.  A  son's 
son  now  reigns  in  the  place  of  his  yeoman  fathers ; 
and  his  grandparents  lie  together  under  the  grass 
of  Widecombe  churchyard.  There,  for  fifty  years 
an  antique  monument  has  risen  above  them,  and  a 
fat  cherub  puffed  at  a  posthorn  ;  but  to-day  gold 
lichens  threaten  to  obliterate  the  manifold  virtues 
of  Timothy  Chave  and  his  lady  as  set  forth  on 
slanting  stone. 

And  the  other  man  rests  lonely  under  the  sloe 
tree ;  for  its  green  wood  grew  and  flourished  to  the 
amazement  of  those  who  set  it  there.  Yet  the  purple 
harvest  of  that  haggard  and  time-fretted  thorn  men 
still  bid  their  children  leave  upon  the  bough  ;  for  the 
roots  of  it  wind  in  the  dust  of  the  unholy  dead,  and 
to  gather  the  flower  or  pluck  the  fruit  would  be  to 
beckon  sorrow. 


" CORBAN " 


"MS  a  question  which  to  drown,"  said  Mr.  Sage. 


T 


He  smoked  his  churchwarden  and  looked 
down  between  his  knees  where  a  mother  cat  was 
gazing  up  at  him  with  green  eyes.  She  purred, 
rolled  half  on  her  back  and  opened  and  contracted 
her  forepaws  with  pleasure,  while  she  suckled  two 
kittens. 

Mr.  Sage's  daughter — a  maiden  of  twelve — begged 
him  to  spare  both  squeaking  dabs  of  life. 

"  They'm  so  like  as  two  peas,  faither — braave  li'l 
chets  both.     Doan't  'e  drown  wan  of  'em,"  she  said. 

"  Thicky  cat's  been  very  generous  of  chets  in  her 
time,"  declared  Mr.  Sage.  "  If  such  things  had 
ghostesses,  you  might  see  a  whole  regiment  of  'em 
— black  an'  white,  tabby  an'  tortoiseshell — down- 
along  by  the  river  come  dark." 

"  Even  I  shouldn't  be  feared  of  a  chet's  ghostie," 
declared  little  Milly  Sage. 

But  she  had  her  way.  One  kitten,  when  it  could 
face   the  world    alone,  was   given    to  a    friend   who 
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dwelt  some  miles  distant  at  Princetown  ;  the  other 
grew  into  a  noble  torn  of  bold  tabby  design  and 
genial  disposition.  His  mother,  feeling  him  to  be 
her  masterpiece,  passed  gently  out  of  life  soon  after 
her  son  reached  cat's  estate.  She  had  done  her  duty 
to  the  feline  community,  and  Milly  mourned  for  her 
a  whole  week.  But  Mr.  Sage  did  not  mourn.  He 
much  preferred  the  young  torn,  and  between  the  cat 
and  the  old  man,  as  years  passed  by,  there  waxed 
a  friendship  of  remarkable  character. 

"I  call  un  '  Corban,'"  said  Mr.  Sage,  "'cause  he 
was  a  gift — a  gift  from  my  little  girl  when  she  was  a 
little  'un.  'Twas  her  own  ram  cat,  you  mind,  but  as 
the  creature  growed  up,  it  took  that  tender  to  me 
that  Milly  said  as  it  must  be  mine ;  an'  mine  'tis ; 
an'  what  he'd  do  wi'out  me,  or  what  I'd  do  wi'out  he, 
be  blessed  if  I  know." 

He  spoke  to  his  next-door  neighbour  and  per- 
sonal crony,  Amos  Oldreive,  a  gamekeeper  and 
river-watcher  for  many  years.  Now  this  man  was 
honourably  retired,  with  a  small  pension  and  a  great 
rheumatism,  the  reward  of  many  a  damp  night  on 
behalf  of  the  salmon  in  Dart's  ancient  stream. 

At  Postbridge  these  old  people  dwelt — a  hamlet  in 
the  heart  of  Dartmoor — a  cluster  of  straggling  cots 
beside  the  name-river  of  that  region,  where  its  eastern 
branch  comes  tumbling  through  the  shaggy  fens 
beneath  Cut  Hill.     Here  an  elderly,  disused   pack- 
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horse  bridge  crosses  Dart,  but  the  main  road  spans 
its  stream  upon  a  modern  arch  hard  by.  The  lives 
of  Sage  and  Oldreive  had  passed  within  twenty  miles 
of  this  spot.  The  keeper  knew  every  tor  of  the 
waste,  together  with  the  phases  of  the  seasons,  and 
the  natural  history  of  each  bird  and  beast  and  fish 
sacred  to  sporting.  His  friend's  days  were  also 
spent  in  this  desolate  region,  and  both  ancients, 
when  necessity  or  occasion  drove  them  into  towns, 
felt  the  houses  pressing  upon  their  eyes  and  crushing 
their  foreheads  and  the  air  choking  them.  At  such 
times  they  did  their  business  with  all  speed,  and  so 
returned  in  thankfulness  to  the  beech-tree  grove,  the 
cottages  and  those  meadow-lands  of  Postbridge  by 
Dart,  all  circled  and  cradled  in  the  hills. 

Noah  Sage  and  his  next-door  neighbour  quarrelled 
thrice  daily,  and  once  daily  made  up  their  differences 
over  a  glass  of  spirit  and  water,  sometimes  consumed 
in  one  cottage,  sometimes  in  the  other.  Their  condi- 
tions were  very  similar.  Noah  had  an  only  daughter; 
Amos,  an  only  son  ;  and  each  old  man,  though  both 
had  married  late  in  life,  was  a  widower. 

The  lad  and  lass,  thus  thrown  together,  came 
naturally  to  courtship,  and  it  was  a  matter  under- 
stood and  accepted  that  they  should  marry  when 
young  Ted  Oldreive  could  show  a  pound  a  week. 
The  course  of  true  love  progressed  uneventfully. 
Milly  was  plain,  if  good  health,  good  temper  and 
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happy,  honest  eyes  can  be  plain ;  while  Ted,  a 
sand-coloured  and  steady  youth  of  a  humble  nature, 
leaning  naturally  upon  distinction  of  classes  for  his 
peace  of  mind,  had  not  a  rival  or  an  enemy  in  the 
world.  Mr.  Sage  held  him  a  promising  husband 
for  Milly,  and  Ted's  master,  appreciating  the  man's 
steadfast  qualities,  gave  promise  of  the  desired  num- 
ber of  shillings  weekly  when  Ted  should  have 
laboured  for  another  six  months  at  the  Vitifer  tin 
mines  near  his  home. 

Little  of  a  sort  to  set  down  concerning  these 
admirable  folks  had  arisen  but  for  the  circumstance 
of  the  cat  "  Corban."  Yet,  when  that  beast  had 
reached  the  ripe  age  of  eight  years  and  was  still  a 
thing  of  beauty  and  a  cat  of  mark  at  Postbridge,  he 
sowed  the  seeds  of  strife,  wrecked  two  homes,  and 
threatened  seriously  to  interfere  with  the  foundation 
of  a  third. 

It  happened  thus:  gaffer  Oldreive,  by  reason  of 
increasing  infirmities,  found  it  necessary  to  abandon 
those  tramps  on  the  high  Moor  that  he  loved,  and  to 
occupy  his  time  and  energies  nearer  home.  There- 
fore he  started  the  rearing  of  young  pheasants  upon 
half  an  acre  of  land  pertaining  to  his  lease-hold 
cottage.  The  old  man  built  his  own  coops  and  bred 
his  own  hens,  as  he  proudly  declared.  Good  money 
was  to  be  made  by  one  who  knew  how  to  solve  the 
difficulties  of  the  business,  and  with  greatly  revived 
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interest  in  life,  Amos  bought  pheasants'  eggs  and 
henceforth  spent  his  time  among  his  coops  and 
foster  mothers.  The  occupation  rendered  him  egotis- 
tical, and  his  friend  secretly  regretted  it ;  nor  would 
he  do  likewise  when  urged  to  make  a  similar  experi- 
ment. 

"  Doan't  want  no  birds  my  side  the  wall,"  he  said. 
"  I've  got  a  brave  pig  or  two  as'll  goody  into  near  so 
much  money  as  your  phaysants  ;  an'  theer's  '  Cor- 
ban,'  he'd  make  short  work  of  any  such  things  as 
chicks." 

Oldreive  nodded  over  the  party  wall  and  glanced, 
not  without  suspicion,  at  "  Corban,"  who  chanced  to 
be  present. 

"  Let  'em  taste  game  an'  it  grows  'pon  'em  like 
drink  'pon  a  human,"  he  said. 

"  Corban  "  stretched  his  thighs,  cleaned  his  claws  on 
a  block  of  firewood,  and  feigned  indifference.  As  a 
matter  of  fact,  this  big  tabby  torn  knew  all  about 
the  young  pheasants  ;  and  Mr.  Oldreive  knew  that 
he  knew. 

Sage,  on  the  other  hand,  with  an  experience  of  the 
beast  extending  from  infancy,  through  green  youth  to 
ripe  prime,  took  it  upon  him  to  say  that  this  cat  was 
trustworthy,  high-minded  and  actuated  by  motives 
he  had  never  seen  equalled  for  loftiness,  even  in  a 
dog. 

The  old  keeper  snorted  from  his  side  of  the  wall. 
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"  A  dog !  You  wouldn't  compare  thicky  green- 
eyed  snake  wi'  a  dog,  would  'e  ?  " 

"  Not  me,"  answered  the  other.  "  No  dog  ever  I 
knawed  was  worthy  to  wash  his  face  for  un.  An' 
he'm  no  more  a  green-eyed  snake  than  your  spaniel, 
though  a  good  deal  more  of  a  gen'leman." 

"  Us  won't  argue  it  then,  for  I  never  knawed  any 
use  for  cats  myself  but  to  plant  at  the  root  of  a  fruit- 
bearin'  tree,"  said  Mr.  Oldreive,  cynically. 

"  An'  I  never  seed  no  use  for  dogs,  'cept  to  keep 
gen'lefolks  out  of  mischief,"  answered  Sage,  who  was 
a  radical  and  no  sportsman.  He  puffed,  and  grew  a 
little  red  as  he  spoke. 

Here,  and  thus,  arose  a  cloud  no  bigger  than  a 
man's  hand.  Noah  Sage  stumped  indoors  to  his 
daughter,  while  "  Corban  "  followed  with  pensive  step 
and  a  general  air  as  though  one  should  say,  "  I  for- 
give, but  I  can't  forget." 

Three  days  later  Mr.  Oldreive  looked  over  the  wall, 
and  his  neighbour  saw  him,  and  put  a  hasty  foot  on 
some  feathers. 

"  Marnin',  Sage.  Look  here — what  I  wants  to 
knaw  be,  whether  your  blasted  cat  have  took  wan  o' 
my  phaysants,  or  whether  he  haven't  ?  " 

"  Might  have,  might  not,  Amos.  Better  ax  un. 
Here  he  be." 

Green-eyed  innocence  marked  the  fat  round  face 
of  "  Corban."      He  leapt  upon  the  wall  and  saluted 
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the  breeder  of  pheasants  with  open-hearted  friend- 
ship. 

"  What  be  onder  your  heel,  neighbour  ? " 

"  Why— a  bit  of  rabbit's  flax  'twas,  I  think.  My 
sight  ban't  so  good  as  of  old  nowadays." 

"  Rabbit's  flax  !  Tis  a  phaysant's  feathers  !  Get 
away,  you  hookem-snivey  Judas,  or  I'll  hit  'e  over  the 
chops ! " 

This  last  threat  concerned  "  Corban,"  who  was 
rubbing  his  whiskers  against  Mr.  Oldreive's  waist- 
coat. 

The  ancient  Sage  puffed  out  his  cheeks  and  grew  as 
red  as  a  rose. 

"  Ban't  the  way  to  speak  to  any  respectable,  well- 
thought-upon  domestic  animal,  an'  you  knaw  it, 
Amos." 

"Domestic!"  echoed  Mr.  Oldreive  bitterly.  "About 
so  domestic  as  a  auld  red  fox  I  sent  off  wi'  a  flea 
in  his  ear  two  nights  since.  Domestic !  He  pre- 
tends to  be  to  gain  his  private  ends.  Just  a  savage, 
cruel,  awnself 1  beast  of  prey,  an'  no  better.  Can't 
shutt  foxes,  'cause  they'm  the  backbone  of  England  ; 
but  I  can  shutt  cats  an' — an' " 

"  Stop  theer ! "  roared  the  other  ancient.  He  trembled 
with  passion  ;  his  under  jaw  chattered  ;  he  lifted  his 
legs  up  and  down  and  cracked  the  joints  of  his 
fingers. 

1  Awnself.    Selfish. 
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"  To  think  I've  knawed  'e  all  these  years  an'  never 
seed  through  to  the  devilish  nature  of  'e !  'Tis  sport- 
ing as  makes  men  all  the  same — no  better'n  heathen 
savages." 

The  other  kept  calm  before  this  shattering 
criticism. 

"  Whether  or  no,  I  doan't  breed  these  here  phay- 
sants  for  fun,  nor  yet  for  your  cat's  eatin'.  No 
call  to  quarrel,  I  should  hope.  But  keep  un  his  own 
side  the  wall  if  you  please,  else  he's  like  to  have  an 
onrestful  time.     I  give  'e  fair  warning." 

"  Perhaps  you'd  wish  for  me  to  chain  un  up  ?  " 

"  Might  be  better — for  him  if  you  did." 

"  I  doan't  want  you  in  my  house  to-night,"  said  the 
owner  of  "  Corban  "  suddenly.  "  You've  shook  me. 
You've  shook  a  friendship  of  more'n  fifty  year  stand- 
ing, Amos  Oldreive,  an'  I  can't  abear  to  look  upon 
your  face  again  to-day." 

"  More  shame  to  you,  Noah  Sage  !  If  you  reckon 
your  mangy  cat  be  more  to  you  than  a  gude 
Christian  neighbour,  say  so.  But  I  ban't  gwaine  to 
fall  down  an'  worship  thicky  varmint — no,  not  for 
twenty  men,  so  now  you  knaw." 

"  So  much  for  friendship,  then,"  answered  Noah 
Sage,  wagging  his  head. 

"  So  much  for  a  silly  auld  fool,"  replied  Amos 
Oldreive,  rather  rudely ;  and  they  left  it  at  that,  and 
each  turned  his  back  upon  his  neighbour. 
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Not  a  word  was  exchanged  between  them  for  three 
days;  then  the  keeper  sent  in  a  message  by  Milly, 
who  trembled  before  her  parent  as  she  delivered  it. 

"  Mr.  Oldreive  sez  that  '  Corban '  have  killed  two 
more  of  his  li'l  game-birds,  faither.  An'  he  sez 
that  if  so  be  as  he  goes  for  to  catch  puss  in  theer 
again,  he'll  shutt  un  !  Doan't  'e  look  so  grievous 
gallied,  dear  faither !  I'm  sure  he  never  could  do  it 
after  bein'  your  friend  fifty  year,  though  certainly  he 
was  cleanin'  his  gun  when  he  spoke  to  me." 

"  Shutt  the  cat !  If  he  do,  the  world  shall  ring 
with  it,  God's  my  judge  !  Shutt  my  cat — red-handed, 
blood-sucking  ruffian  !  Shutt  my  cat ;  an'  then  think 
to  marry  his  ginger-headed  son  to  my  darter ! 
Never!  the  bald  pelican.  You  tell  him  that  if  a 
hair  o'  my  cat  be  singed  by  his  beastly  fowling-piece, 
I'll  blaze  it  from  here  to  Moretonhampstead — ess  fay, 
I  will,  an'  lock  him  up,  an'  you  shan't  marry  his  Ted 

neither.    Shutt  my Lord  !  to  think  as  that  man 

have  been  trusted  by  me  for  half  a  century  !  I  cream 
all  down  my  spine  to  picture  his  black  heart.  Guy 
Fawkes  be  a  Christian  gen'leman  to  un.  Here ! 
1  Corban  '  !  '  Corban  '  !  '  Corban  '  !  Wheer  be  you 
to,  cat  ?    Come  here,  caan't  'e,  my  purty  auld  dear  ? " 

He  stormed  off,  and  Milly,  her  grey  eyes  grown 
troubled  and  her  red  lips  drawn   down   somewhat, 
hastened   to  tell    Ted   Oldreive   the  nature  of  this 
dreadful  discourse. 
i 
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"He  took  it  very  unkid,"  she  said.  "  Caan't  deny 
as  poor  faither  was  strung  up  to  a  high  pitch  by  it. 
Such  obstinate,  saucy  auld  sillies  as  both  be.  An'  if 
faither's  cat  do  come  to  harm,  worse  will  follow,  for 
he  swears  I  shan't  have  'e  if  Mr.  Oldreive  does  any- 
thing short  an'  sharp  wi'  '  Corban.' " 

Ted  scratched  his  sandy  locks  as  a  way  to  let  in 
light  upon  slow  brains. 

"  'Tis  very  ill-convenient  as  your  cat  will  eat 
faither's  game-birds,"  he  said  ;  "  but  knawin'  the  store 
your  auld  man  sets  by  the  gert  hulkin'  tabby,  I'm 
sure  my  auld  man  never  would  ackshually  go  for  to 
shutt  un." 

"  If  he  does,  'tis  all  off  betwixt  you  an'  me — gospel 
truth.  Faither's  a  man  as  stands  to  his  word  through 
thunder,"  declared  Milly.  "  An'  I  ban't  of  age  yet, 
so  he  can  keep  me  from  you,  an'  he  will  if  Mr. 
Oldreive  kills  '  Corban.'  " 

"  Tu  late  for  that,"  answered  Ted,  very  positively. 
"  The  banns  was  up  last  Sunday,  as  your  faither  well 
knaws.  An'  who  be  he  to  stand  against  an  anointed 
clergyman  in  the  house  of  the  Lard  ?  Us  was  axed 
out  to  Princetown  for  the  first  time  last  Sunday;  an' 
I  get  my  pound  a  week  after  midsummer,  as  I've 
told  your  faither.  Then  us'll  take  that  cottage  'pon 
top  of  Merripit  Hill,  an'  auld  men  must  fight  theer 
awn  battles,  an'  us  shall  be  out  o'  earshot,  thank 
God/' 
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"  Us  be  meeting  trouble  halfway,  I  hope,"  she 
answered.  "  I'm  sure  I'll  keep  a  eye  'pon  '  Corban ' 
day  an'  night  so  far  as  I  can  ;  but  you  knaw  what  a 
cat  is.  They've  got  theer  own  ideas  an'  theer  own 
affairs  to  look  arter.  Why,  if  you  set  p'liceman  'pon 
'em,  they'd  only  laugh  at  un.  ■  Corban's '  a  cat  as  be 
that  independent  in  his  ways.  He'll  brook  no 
meddlin'  with — 'specially  of  a  night." 

"Well  caution  un,  for  he've  got  a  'mazin'  deal  of 
sense.  I  hope  he  won't  be  overbold  for  his  skin's 
sake,  'cause  my  faither's  every  bit  so  much  a  man  of 
his  word  as  Mr.  Sage ;  an'  what  he  says  he'll  stick  to. 
He've  had  to  shutt  a  gude  few  score  o'  cats  in  his 
business ;  an'  he'll  add  your  tabby  to  the  reckoning, 
sure  as  Judgement,  if  any  more  of  his  phaysants  be 
stolen." 

Thus,  with  common  gloom  of  mind,  the  lovers 
separated  and  the  clouds  thickened  around  them. 
Their  parents  were  no  longer  upon  speaking  terms, 
and  tragedy  hung  heavy  on  the  air.  Then,  in  the 
deep  and  dewy  silence  of  a  June  night,  with  Dart 
murmuring  under  the  moon  and  the  new-born  foliage 
of  the  beech  trees  whispering  their  silky  song,  there 
burst  upon  the  nocturnal  peace  vile  uproar  of  gun- 
powder. Somebody  had  fired  a  gun,  and  the  noise 
of  it  woke  a  thousand  echoes  and  leapt  with  rever- 
berations thrice  repeated  along  the  stone  crowns  of 
Hartland  and  Stannon  and  huge  Broad  Down. 
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Gaffer  Sage  rushed  to  his  window,  but  could  see 
nothing  more  than  a  puff  of  white  smoke  rising 
lazily  under  the  moon.  Trembling  with  dark  mis- 
givings, he  crept  back  to  bed,  but  slept  no  more. 
"  Corban  "  usually  came  to  the  old  man's  chamber  at 
dawn,  when  Milly  opened  the  house  ;  but  though  she 
was  stirring  before  five  o'clock  on  the  following 
morning,  no  "  Corban  "  bolted  into  the  cottage  when 
she  unbarred  the  door ;  no  familiar  friend  padded 
and  purred  "Good  morning"  to  Mr.  Sage;  neither 
did  "  Corban  "  appear  at  breakfast — a  course  very 
unusual  with  him. 

Noah  could  not  eat  his  meal  for  anxiety.  He 
pushed  away  his  tea,  rose  and  walked  into  the 
garden.  Upon  the  other  side  of  the  wall  Amos 
Oldreive  was  casting  grain  to  his  young  pheasants. 

"  Where's  my  cat  to  ?  "  asked  Noah  Sage,  bluntly. 
"  I  heard  your  gun  explode  last  night.  Did  you 
shutt  un  ?     I've  a  right  to  knaw." 

Mr.  Oldreive  was  clearly  nervous  and  ill  at  ease, 
his  sallow  face  needing  wiping  before  he  replied. 
But  his  eyes  shone  defiance ;  he  pointed  at  the 
pheasants  ere  he  answered. 

"  A  month  ago  there  was  four  dozen  of  'em,"  he 
said  ;  "  now  theer  be  ezacally  three  dozen  an'  two. 
An'  as  for  your  cat,  maybe  I  have  shutt  un,  an' 
maybe  I  have  not,  so  now." 

"  You  ought  to  be  stringed  up  for  it,  you  grizzly, 


"CORBAN"  117 

auld,  crook-back  coward !  I  knaw  very  well  you 
done  it ;  an'  you'll  awnly  be  sorry  once,  and  that's 
for  ever.  Doan't  suppose  you've  heard  the  last  of 
this.  But  I  must  take  thought  afore  I  gets  upsides 
with  you." 

He  turned,  went  into  the  house  and  spoke  to 
Milly.  The  man  had  aged  strangely  in  five  minutes, 
his  voice  grew  squeaky  and  unsteady. 

"  He've — he've  shutt  un.     He've  shutt  my  cat !  " 

Then  Mr.  Sage  took  his  stick  an'  walked  out  upon 
the  Moor  to  reflect  and  to  consider  what  his  life 
would  be  without  his  treasure.  He  wept  a  little,  for 
he  was  not  a  man  of  strong  intellect.  Then  his 
painful  tears  were  scorched  up,  and  he  breathed 
threatenings  and  slaughter. 

He  tramped  back  to  Postbridge  with  a  mind  made 
up,  and  bawled  his  determination  over  the  party-wall 
at  Amos  Oldreive's  back. 

"Your  son  shan't  have  my  darter  now — not  if  he 
travels  on  his  naked  knees  from  here  to  Exeter  for 
her.  No  darter  of  mine  shall  marry  the  child  of  a 
dirty  murderer !  That's  what  you  be ;  an'  all  men 
shall  knaw  it ;  an'  I  pray  God  your  birds'll  get  the 
pip  to  the  last  one  among  'em,  an'  come  they  grows, 
1  pray  God  they'll  choke  the  man  as  eats  'em  ;  an'  if 
I  weern't  so  auld  an'  so  weak  in  the  loins,  be  gormed 
if  I  wouldn't  come  over  the  wall  this  minute  an' 
wring  your  skinny  neck,  you  cruel,  unlawful  beast ! " 
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Mr.  Oldreive  looked  round  and  cast  one  glance  at 
a  spot  ten  yards  distant,  where  the  black  earth  looked 
as  though  newly  upturned,  near  an  apple  tree.  But 
he  said  not  a  word,  only  spat  on  his  hands  and  pro- 
ceeded with  his  digging. 

A  dreadful  week  passed,  and  Mr.  Sage's  mingled 
emotions  and  misfortunes  resulted  in  an  attack  of 
gout.  He  remained  singularly  silent  under  this  trial, 
but  once  broke  into  activity  and  his  usual  vigour  of 
speech  when  his  old  friend  sent  him  a  dozen  good 
trout  from  Dart,  and  a  hope  that  his  neighbour  would 
let  bygones  be  bygones.  These  excellent  fish,  despite 
his  foot,  Mr.  Sage  flung  one  by  one  through  his  bed- 
room window  into  Amos  Oldreive's  front  garden  ; 
for  what  were  trout  to  him  with  no  "  Corban "  to 
share  them  ? 

Behind  the  scenes  of  this  tragedy  Ted  and  Milly 
dwelt  dismally  on  their  own  future.  He  clung  to  it 
that  if  the  banns  could  but  be  asked  a  third  time 
without  interference,  Mr.  Sage  was  powerless ;  Milly, 
however,  believed  that  she  knew  better. 

"  I  be  only  eighteen,"  she  explained,  "  an'  faither's 
my  guardian  to  do  as  he  will  with  me  until  I  come 
of  age." 

So  they  were  troubled  in  secret  until  a  sudden  and 
amazing  solution  to  the  great  problem  came  within  a 
week  of  "  Corban's  "  exit.  The  only  apparent  way 
to  be   Ted's  wife  was   opened    through   lying,   and 
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Milly  rose  to  the  necessary  heights  of  untruth  with- 
out a  pang.  She  felt  that  good  must  come  of  her 
evil  conduct — good  not  only  to  herself,  but  to  her 
unhappy  father.  His  bereavement  had  cost  him 
dear.  He  still  preserved  a  great,  tragical  silence, 
but  from  time  to  time  hinted  of  far-reaching  deeds 
when  his  foot  should  be  strong  enough  to  bear  him 
up. 

There  came  a  day  when  Milly  walked  to  Prince- 
town,  and,  entering  into  the  house  of  certain  friends 
there,  rubbed  her  eyes  and  stood  astounded  and 
open-mouthed  before  the  spectacle  of  "  Corban."  It 
was  no  feline  apparition  that  she  saw,  but  a  live  cat, 
with  bold  tabby  markings  of  alternate  rabbit-brown 
and  black — a  cat  with  strong,  fiat  nose,  cold  and 
healthy ;  four  good,  well-defined  tiers  of  whisker  on 
either  side  of  his  countenance  ;  green  eyes,  that 
twinkled  like  the  twin  lamps  of  a  little  train  when 
seen  by  night,  and  a  tail  of  just  proportion  and  brave 
carriage. 

"  Lard  save  us ! "  cried  Milly ;  "  however  did  'e 
come  by  this  here  cat,  Mrs.  Veale?  I  had  Mr.  Old- 
reive's  own  sacred  word  as  he'd  shutt  un  dead  an' 
buried  un  onder  his  apple  tree." 

"  That's  our  butivul  puss  ;  an'  you  should  knaw 
how  us  come  by  it  if  anybody  do,  my  dear,  for  you 
bringed  it  here  in  a  basket  from  Postbridge  when 
you  was  a  li'l  maid  six  year  agone." 
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Milly's  active  mind  was  working  too  rapidly  to 
allow  of  any  reply  for  some  moments.  Then  she 
told  Mrs.  Veale  of  the  recent  tribulation  at  home,  and 
in  ten  minutes  an  obvious  plot  was  hatched  between 
them. 

"  'Tis  a  peace-loving  cat,  an'  if  you  butter  its 
paws  an'  treat  it  a  bit  generous  in  the  matter  of  food, 
'twill  very  likely  settle  down  along  with  you.  Of 
course,  you  shall  have  un  for  such  a  Christian  pur- 
pose as  to  bring  them  two  dear  auld  men  together 
again.  An'  the  more  cheese  you  can  spare  un,  the 
more  like  he  is  to  bide  with  you." 

So  Mrs.  Veale  ;  and  Milly  answered  : — 

"  '  Corban '  was  fond  o'  cheese  tu,  an'  his  mother 
afore  him  !     'Twas  a  family  failing,  no  doubt." 

She  scanned  the  cat  narrowly  and  it  mistook  her 
attention  for  admiration,  and  purred  in  a  soft,  gut- 
tural, elderly  way,  and  bent  itself  into  a  bow  against 
her  knee  and  showed  much  natural  goodness. 

"  So  like  t'other  as  two  peas  ! "  declared  Milly,  not 
remembering  that  she  had  made  exactly  the  same 
remark  when  this  cat  and  its  late  brother  were  born. 
"Faither's  sight  ban't  strong  enough  to  part  'em  if 
awnly  this  one  behaves  well,"  she  added. 

It  was  decided  that  the  girl  should  come  early  on 
Sunday  morning  for  her  tabby  peacemaker,  and  mean- 
time Mr.  Oldreive  and  his  son  were  to  be  acquainted 
with  the  plot.     As  for  Amos,  he  was  an  easy  man, 
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and  had  not  slain  his  neighbour's  poaching  cat  ex- 
cepting under  grave  provocation.  Ever  since  the 
deed  he  had  regretted  it,  but  he  had  never  confessed 
to  the  actual  crime  excepting  in  the  ears  of  Milly 
and  Ted.  Nobody  had  officially  announced  the 
death  of  his  cat  to  Mr.  Sage.  Therefore  Milly  hoped 
he  would  accept  the  stranger  as  his  own,  and  suffer 
peace  to  return  amongst  them.  The  Oldreives, 
much  cowed  by  Noah's  attitude  and  frightened  by 
his  illness,  gladly  promised  to  do  all  they  might  for 
his  daughter,  and  when  Sunday  came,  she  started  for 
Princetown  after  an  early  breakfast  and  left  her 
father  behind  her.  He  was  in  better  health  again, 
and  she  noticed,  as  an  unusual  circumstance,  that  he 
appeared  very  full  of  his  own  affairs  upon  that  morn- 
ing, and  clearly  desired  her  room  more  than  her 
company. 

With  a  heavy  basket  she  set  off  homewards  by 
nine  o'clock.  Inside  the  wickerwork  a  new  "  Corban," 
after  protesting  once  or  twice  at  the  narrowness  of 
its  quarters,  curled  round  nose  to  tail,  abandoned 
itself  to  the  freaks  of  chance  and  digested  an  ample 
breakfast. 

But  midway  between  Princetown  and  Postbridge, 
where  the  road  traversed  the  high  Moor  and  stretched 
like  a  white  thread  between  granite  hills  and  glimmer- 
ing marsh-lands,  from  whence  the  breeding  plover 
called,  Milly  nearly  dropped  her  basket.     For  along 
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the  way,  in  a  borrowed  market- cart  behind  his  own 
brown  pony,  came  her  father. 

"  Why,  where  on  airth  be  you  drivin'  to,  my  auld 
dear?"  she  asked  ;  and  Mr.  Sage,  puffing  and  growing 
very  red,  made  answer: — 

"  I  be  gwaine  up-long  to  Princetown  to  holy 
worship." 

Now  this  was  an  action  absolutely  unparalleled. 

"To  church!     What  for?" 

"If  you  must  knaw,  'tis  that  I  may  forbid  your 
banns  wi'  Ted  Oldreive.  No  use  to  fret  nor  cry. 
I  be  firm  as  a  rock  'pon  it ;  an'  I  be  gwaine  to  deny 
them  banns  afore  the  face  of  the  Lord  an'  the  people." 

"  Why  ever  should  'e  do  such  a  cruel  thing,  dear 
faither  ? " 

"  Because  no  blood  'o  mine  be  gwaine  to  mix  wi' 
that  murdering  villain's." 

"  He  never  told  you  he  shot  '  Corban.'  " 

"  D'you  doubt  it  ?  Don't  the  whole  of  Dartmoor 
know  it  ? " 

"  Let  me  get  up  in  the  cart  an'  sit  beside  you," 
said  Milly.  "  I  want  for  you  to  look  in  this  here 
basket." 

She  leapt  from  the  step  to  the  driving-seat  beside 
her  father  ;  then  opened  the  basket.  Grateful  for 
this  sudden  light  and  air,  her  burden  gazed  out, 
yawned,  showed  perfect  teeth,  black  lips,  and  a  pink 
mouth  ;  then  jumping  boldly  on  to  Mr.  Sage's  scanty 
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lap,  rubbed  against  him  and  purred  deeply,  while  its 
upright  tail  brushed  his  chin. 

"  God's  goodness  ! "  cried  the  old  man,  and  nearly 
fell  out  into  the  road. 

"Somebody  must  have  took  un  to  Princetown," 
said  Milly,  outwardly  calm  though  her  heart  beat 
hard.  "  Theer  I  found  un  none  the  worse,  poor 
twoad.  Now  he's  twice  '  Corban,'  dear  faither,  an' 
twice  my  gift  to  'e." 

The  old  man  was  entirely  deceived,  as  anybody 
even  of  keen  sight  might  well  have  been.  The 
curious  friendship  of  the  cat  also  aided  his  delusion. 
He  stroked  it,  and  it  stood  up  and  put  its  front  paws 
upon  his  necktie  and  rubbed  noses. 

"  Glory  be !  Now  us'll  go  home-along,"  said  Mr. 
Sage. 

His  dim  eyes  were  dimmer  for  tears  ;  but  he  could 
not  take  them  off  the  creature.  His  hands  also  held 
it  close.  Milly  picked  up  the  reins  and  turned  the 
brown  pony  homeward,  much  to  his  surprise  and  joy. 

And  "Corban"  II.,  as  though  specially  directed 
by  Providence,  played  its  part  nobly,  and  maintained 
the  imposition.  Mr.  Sage  begged  Amos  Oldreive's 
pardon,  and  Amos,  for  his  part,  calmed  his  conscience 
by  assuring  Noah  that  henceforth  his  cat  was  more 
than  welcome  to  a  young  pheasant  whenever  it  had 
a  mind  to  one.  A  little  strangeness  on  the  part  of 
the  returned  wanderer  seemed  natural  in  Mr.  Sage's 
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opinion.  That  he  had  apparently  developed  one  or 
two  new  habits  was  also  reasonable  in  a  cat  with 
as  much  new  experience  of  the  world.  And  mean- 
time the  wedding  preparations  were  pushed  on. 

At  the  end  of  the  week  Ted  Oldreive  came  home 
from  Vitifer  for  Sunday  ;  and  he  expressed  joy  at 
the  sight  of  "  Corban,"  once  more  the  glory  of  his 
old  haunts. 

But  the  young  man's  face  changed  when  Noah 
and  the  cat  had  departed  in  company,  and  a  look 
of  frank  alarm  made  Milly  tremble  before  danger. 
"  Why,  what's  amiss,  sweetheart  ? "  she  asked, 
nervously.  "  All  danger  be  past  now,  an'  the 
creature's  settled  down  as  homely  an'  pleasant  as 
need  be." 

"  Matter  enough,"  said  Ted  ;  "  'tis  a  ewe  cat ! " 
"  A  ewe  cat !     Oh,  Ted,  doan't  say  that ! " 
"  'Tis  so  ;  an'  God  send  her  doan't  have  diets  'fore 
we'm  married,  else  Postbridge  won't  hold  your  dear 
faither — nor  Dartymoor  neither." 


"A   PICKAXE,  AND   A   SPADE, 
A   SPADE" 

I 

NEARLY  two  hundred  years  ago,  when  Miser 
Merle  departed  from  life,  his  little  corner  of 
earth  took  heart  and  breathed  again.  Not  that  he 
had  raised  any  very  mighty  mound  of  gold  to  stand 
between  himself  and  the  sunshine,  but,  according  to 
his  power,  he  had  followed  the  traditional  road  of 
those  similarly  cursed,  and  though  the  circumstances 
of  his  life,  as  innkeeper  of  a  small  hostelry  at  Two 
Bridges  by  Dart  on  the  Devon  moors,  made  any 
huge  accumulation  impossible,  none  the  less  he  was 
a  right  miser  in  grain,  and  died  without  a  tear  to 
balance  his  two  thousand  pounds  of  money.  Some 
heartily  cursed  him  on  his  unknown  way ;  not  one 
pretended  to  mourn  his  passing. 

His  wife  was  long  dead — starved  with  cold  on  a 
winter  night,  so  certain  gossips  loved  to  tell ;  his  son 
the  miser  had  driven  out  of  England,  and  subsequent 
rumours  of  the  young  man's  death  troubled  him  not 

at  all. 
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So  it  came  about  that,  when  the  "  Ring  o'  Bells  " 
was  masterless,  an  obscure  maiden,  who  had  dwelt 
there  since  Mrs.  Merle's  demise,  found  herself 
possessor  of  all  the  money,  for  Miser  Merle  left  no 
will.  Minnie  Merle  was  his  orphaned  niece,  and 
when  the  old  man's  unhappy  partner  shuffled  off,  he 
bethought  him  of  this  girl.  As  a  relation,  lacking 
friends  or  position,  she  would  come  without  wages. 
So,  from  the  position  of  domestic  servant  in  a  Ply- 
mouth tradesman's  family  at  three  pounds  a  year, 
Minnie  was  exalted  to  be  the  handmaid  of  Miser 
Merle  without  remuneration  of  any  kind. 

"  A  man's  own  flesh  and  blood,"  he  said,  when  first 
she  came,  "  will  understand,  but  I  don't  want  to 
poison  your  regard  for  me  with  money,  or  reduce 
you  to  the  level  of  a  hireling.  You  are  my  niece ; 
you  and  Nicholas  Merle,  in  the  North  Country,  are 
all  the  kindred  left  to  me  now  that  my  wife  has  been 
taken." 

So  Minnie  settled  at  the  "Ring  o'  Bells,"  and, 
being  young  and  healthy,  survived  conditions  that  had 
thrust  her  aunt  untimely  into  the  grave.  The  old 
man  never  trusted  his  niece  again  after  a  day  upon 
which  he  caught  her  helping  two  hungry  tramps  to 
bread  and  cheese,  because  Minnie's  idea  of  a  penny- 
worth was  far  more  liberal  than  Mr.  Merle's ;  but 
she  stayed  at  the  inn,  encouraged  to  the  dreary 
necessity  by  local  friends,  who  hinted  to  her,  behind 
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her  uncle's  back,  that  such  self-denial  must  in  the 
long  run  find  itself  rewarded. 

Then  the  Miser,  who  would  not  put  on  a  pair  of 
new  boots  while  an  old  pair  hung  together,  went 
through  a  long  day  wet-footed,  and  so  received  his 
death  -  blow.  His  last  conscious  utterance  was  a 
frantic  petition  to  the  medical  man  from  Plymouth, 
when  that  worthy  told  him  how  all  hope  was  vain. 

"  Then  you  did  ought  to  take  half  fees,"  he  gasped. 
"  As  an  honest  man,  so  you  did ;  an'  God's  my  wit- 
ness that,  if  you  don't,  I'll  never  give  you  no  peace 
after  I'm  took!" 

But  the  physician  had  a  material  soul,  feared 
nothing,  and  held  out  for  his  bond  after  the  patient's 
departure.  Minnie  Merle,  now  a  young  woman  of 
three-and-twenty,  reigned  at  the  "  Ring  o'  Bells," 
and,  with  sense  scarcely  to  have  been  expected  from 
one  of  such  youth  and  peculiar  experience,  she  did 
wisely  as  maiden  hostess  of  the  little  tavern.  Albeit 
not  lavish,  she  gave  better  value  for  money  than 
Mr.  Merle  had  given  ;  the  inn  grew  in  popularity 
with  the  moor-men ;  and  romance  of  an  exciting 
nature  hung  about  the  place,  because  many  husbands 
were  in  the  air  for  Minnie,  and  as  yet  she  had  given 
no  sign  that  the  happy  man  was  chosen.  To  discuss 
the  subject  with  the  woman  herself  was  not  possible 
for  men,  but  Tibby  Trout,  an  ancient  gammer  who 
cooked  at  the  "  Ring  o'  Bells,"  enjoyed  the  complete 
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confidence  of  her  mistress,  and  all  that  Minnie  desired 
to  publish  she  merely  murmured  into  Tibby's  ear. 
The  intelligencer  had  seventy  years  of  experience 
behind  her,  and  was  considered  even  more  artful 
than  old. 

Tibby  enjoyed  to  serve  in  the  bar,  as  a  change 
from  the  kitchen  ;  and  at  such  times,  when  her 
mistress  was  not  by,  she  would  discourse,  mete  praise 
and  blame,  waken  hope  here,  here  chasten  a  mind 
grown  too  confident. 

"  Be  it  true,  Aaron  French,  as  you  told  a  chap 
to  Moreton  that  you  knawed  how  the  cat  would 
jump  ? "  she  asked,  on  a  night  when  the  bar  was  full. 

Aaron,  a  sand-coloured  and  a  sanguine  man,  grew 
hot  and  laughed. 

"  Why,"  he  said,  "  a  chap  may  put  wan  an'  wan 
together  without  any  harm." 

"  No  harm  except  to  hisself.  The  wan  an'  wan 
you'm  putting  together  in  your  foolish  head — well, 
her  may  have  named  your  name  thoughtful-like  now 
an'  again,  but  not  these  many  days  now.  In  fact, 
you'd  best  to  say  nought  about  her  to  anybody,  for 
you'm  awnly  like  to  look  a  fule  come  presently  if  you 
do.  That  man  at  your  elbow  might  explain  if  he 
would." 

Aaron  French  turned  upon  the  labourer  whom 
Tibby  indicated,  and  sudden  anger  shook  his  high- 
pitched  voice  into  a  squeak. 


"A   PICKAXE   AND   A   SPADE"        129 

"  This  be  your  work,  then,  Elias  Bassett,"  he  said, 
furiously.  "  You  to  dare  !  You — the  most  penniless 
chap  'pon  Dartymoor  ! " 

The  young  man  addressed  regarded  Aaron  with- 
out emotion.  Elias  stood  a  head  taller  than  his  rival, 
was  ten  years  younger,  and  very  much  poorer ;  but 
he  had  a  handsome  face,  a  sturdy  body,  and  a  stout 
right  arm. 

"  You'm  a  silly  poult,"  he  said  contemptuously. 
"  As  if  a  sandy-headed  little  monkey  like  you  would 
take  any  maiden  onless  he  wanted  her  money.  An' 
Mistress  Merle  have  got  two  pounds  for  every  one  of 
yours.  As  for  me,  I  doan't  care  a  cuss  for  the  stuff, 
and  wish  to  God  'twas  all  drownded  in  Dart.  All 
men  know  that  I  kept  company  with  her  afore  her 
uncle  died,  never  know-in'  as  she  was  gwaine  to 
have  his  ill-got  money ;  an*  I  wish  her  never  had 
got  it ;  for  then  her  might  have  looked  at  me  very 
like.  But  when  it  corned  out  her  was  up  to  her  neck 
in  gold,  so  to  say,  I  knowed  it  must  stand  between 
us,  and  that  a  gamekeeper  weren't  no  husband  for 
her." 

"  You  seed  yourself  as  others  seed  you — an'  that's 
a  very  rare  thing,"  said  another  man. 

"  All  the  same,  you're  a  zany  for  your  pains,"  de- 
clared the  old  woman,  who  had  learned  what  she 
desired  to  learn.  "  You  kept  company  with  missus — 
you  say  so.     Then  'twas  her  place,  not  yours,  to  say 
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what  was  to  be  done  after  she  was  lifted  up  in  the 
land.  I  doan't  mean  for  a  moment  that  she'd  look  at 
a  velveteen  coat,  so  you  needn't  fox  yourself  as 
you've  got  any  chance  at  all  with  her — yet  her  did, 
careless-like,  name  your  name  to  me  among  other 
chaps  as  didn't  'pear  to  have  learnt  any  manners  in 
their  bearin'  toward  women." 

A  strong  pulse  stirred  Elias  Bassett's  slow  nature 
and  made  him  stare  at  the  withered  old  woman. 

"  No  call  to  glaze  like  a  gert  bull  wi'  your  eyes  so 
round  as  pennies,"  she  said.  "  An'  what's  more,  you 
needn't  take  no  comfort  from  what  I've  told  'e.  I 
reckon  her  ban't  for  no  Dartymoor  market.  Wi'  her 
mort  o'  money  an'  dearth  o'  years,  her  can  very  well 
wait  awhile  wi'out  jumping  at  the  first  clodpole 
among  'e  as  offers." 

At  this  moment  a  strange  man  came  among  them 
and  the  subject  was  dropped  for  that  time,  before  the 
interesting  spectacle  of  a  face  unfamiliar  to  all 
present. 

The  new  arrival  carried  himself  as  one  superior  to 
his  company.  He  was  booted  and  spurred,  held  in 
one  hand  a  pair  of  holsters,  in  the  other  a  riding- 
whip.  He  gave  no  general  salute  to  those  present, 
neither  did  he  order  refreshment,  but  casting  one 
quick  glance  about  him,  addressed  himself  to  Gam- 
mer Trout  and  asked  to  see  the  mistress  of  the  inn. 

Nicholas  Merle  was  a  big,  clean-shorn  man,  with 
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bright  eyes,  quick  movements,  and  the  assertive 
manner  of  one  accustomed  to  have  his  way.  There 
was  no  contempt  in  his  attitude  to  the  folk  assembled, 
but  he  took  it  for  granted  that  he  exceeded  them  in 
importance,  even  as  his  interests  rose  above  their 
own ;  and  not  one  among  them  questioned  the 
assumption. 

"Acquaint  Mistress  Merle  that  I  am  come — her 
cousin  Nicholas  from  Yorkshire." 

Tibby  curtseyed  and  went  to  do  his  bidding,  while 
the  new  arrival  out-stared  each  man  present  in  turn, 
then  went  to  the  peat  fire  and  kicked  it. 

"Give  'e  gude  day,"  said  Elias  Bassett,  in  a  friendly 
tone.  "  I  daresay  now  this  here  lonesome  auld  Moor 
do  seem  but  a  wisht,  pixy-ridden  place  to  a  gen'le- 
man  like  you  be." 

"  It  is  very  well,  my  good  fellow — a  little  con- 
tracted, that  is  all.  The  wolds  are  more  spacious, 
but  a  gentleman  might  make  a  living  here  if  others 
would  but  let  him.  Does  anybody  with  a  fat  purse 
ride  this  way  ? " 

Elias  and  his  companions  stared,  and  the  lower 
jaw  of  Mr.  French  fell  until  he  appeared  imbecile. 
Yet  the  stranger's  cynical  hint  brought  up  his  listeners 
a  little  more  on  to  a  level  with  him.  Their  virtue 
owed  it  to  itself  to  stand  as  high  as  his  confessed  or 
pretended  rascality. 
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"  That  sort  of  talk  leads  to  a  hemp  collar,  mister," 
murmured  Bassett ;  but  Merle  shook  his  head. 

"  Mere  talk  leads  nowhere,"  he  answered.  "  It  is 
the  fashion  of  you  clowns  to  take  a  jest  in  earnest. 
But  have  no  fear.  I  am  not  come  among  you  with 
any  such  purpose  as  the  road.  To-day  I  have  ridden 
from  Exeter  and,  since  leaving  Moretonhampstead, 
saw  nought  but  carrion  crows  and  a  fox  or  two.  This 
place  tempts  no  man  to  dishonesty.  I  can  see  upon 
your  faces  that  you  scarce  know  the  meaning  of  the 
word." 

Gammer  Tibby  returned,  and  Merle,  nodding  in  a 
friendly  way  to  all  present,  followed  her  through  the 
bar  to  the  private  chambers  behind  it.  Then,  hardly 
had  the  horseman  clanked  from  sight,  when  Ostler 
Joe  Mudge  appeared  with  his  mouth  full  of  news. 

"Wheer  be  the  gen'leman  to?  Not  here?  Then 
I  can  speak.  Aw  jimmery,  what  a  hoss — if  'tis  a 
hoss!  Never  seed  the  like  in  all  my  years!  Come 
an'  catch  sight  for  yourselves,  sawls,  for  you'll  never 
believe  me.  Eyes  like  a  human,  an'  a  body  all  so 
bright  as  brimstone,  to  the  last  hair  in  the  tail 
of  un  ! " 

While  the  loafers  inspected  a  big  horse  of  unusual 
colour,  Nicholas  Merle  introduced  himself  to  his 
cousin.  They  had  never  met  before,  and  a  deep 
interest  and  instant  friendship  wakened  in  Minnie's 
breast   for   the   only  relation   she   possessed    in    the 
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world.  He  was  a  tall,  resolute  man  of  thirty-five, 
with  strange  oaths  and  fatherly  manner.  He  de- 
clared that  chance  alone  brought  him  so  far  south, 
and  that  being  at  Exeter  he  had  determined  with 
himself  to  see  his  relations. 

"  Not  until  I  reached  Moreton  did  I  hear  of  our 
uncle's  death;  then  I  should  have  come  no  farther, 
but  I  knew  of  your  existence,  and  thought  I  would  at 
least  get  a  memory  of  you.  And  a  very  pleasant 
memory  it  will  be,  Cousin,  for  you're  the  queen  of  the 
Dartmoors,  I  hear,  and  so  you  should  be.  I  never 
want  to  see  a  prettier  maid." 

But  these  statements,  despite  the  speaker's  con- 
vincing utterance  and  bluff  manner  of  discourse,  were 
by  no  means  true.  Nicholas  Merle,  chancing  upon  a 
journal  nearly  a  year  old,  had  read  therein  of  his 
miser  uncle's  passing ;  and  he  knew  that  only  one 
life  stood  between  him  and  the  dead  man's  fortune. 
So  he  forsook  his  usual  haunts,  to  the  satisfaction  of 
better  men,  and  galloped  westward  to  look  into  the 
matter  for  himself. 

II 

Within  less  than  a  week  of  the  young  man's  arrival 
at  the  "  Ring  o'  Bells,"  Minnie  was  heartily  grieved 
that  she  had  commissioned  Mrs.  Trout  to  hint  a  hope 
in  Elias  Bassett's  ear.  She  and  the  gamekeeper  had 
indeed   been  close  friends  before  her  uncle's  death, 
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and  it  troubled  her  that  after  the  change  in  her 
fortunes  Elias  avoided  the  old  intimacy  and  feared  to 
be  with  her  alone.  Yet  she  admired  him  still,  and 
more  than  ever,  contrasted  with  those  who  hummed 
about  her  like  hungry  wasps,  since  her  prosperity. 
Now,  however,  to  her  secret  shame,  Minnie  Merle 
began  to  see  that  she  had  dropped  the  handkerchief 
too  soon.  Upon  the  very  day — within  the  actual 
hour — that  Bassett  received  his  polite  hint,  a  greater 
than  Bassett  burst  upon  the  vision  of  Minnie,  and 
soon  she  hung  on  her  cousin's  words,  quite  dazzled 
by  the  dashing  manners  of  him,  reduced  to  daily 
blushes  by  his  gallant  address  and  courtly  fashion  of 
love-making. 

These  things,  however,  Elias  did  not  perceive  ;  nor 
did  the  newcomer  dazzle  him.  When  the  coach  from 
Exeter  to  Plymouth  left  a  box  for  Mr.  Merle,  and  he 
blossomed  forth  next  Sunday  in  russet  and  plum- 
colour,  Bassett  called  him  a  popinjay;  and  the  keeper 
killed  Minnie's  old  friendship  at  a  breath  by  telling 
her  in  round  terms,  with  the  forceful  periods  of  that 
time,  that  her  cousin  was  either  less  than  he  pro- 
claimed himself,  or  more. 

"  Not  a  plain-dealer,  an'  you'll  live  to  know  it. 
Ban't  natural  to  bring  chapter  an'  verse  to  everything 
a  man  speaks,  same  as  he  does.  No  honest  man 
wants  a  cloud  of  witnesses  to  his  least  act  or  word. 
He  goes  in  fear  for  all  his  noise." 
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"  His  way  may  not  be  ours,  Mr.  Bassett,  but  we're 
a  good  deal  behind  the  times,  and  it  does  not  become 
you  or  any  man  to  call  my  cousin  in  question.  He 
is  very  superior  and  genteel,  I'm  sure,  and  as  for 
honesty,  I  never  met  a  more  honest  man." 

"  Ess  fay,  an'  you  have ;  an'  you'll  find  it  out 
after  you'm  married  to  un,  if  not  afore,"  said  Elias, 
bluntly. 

Minnie  flamed  and  frowned  angrily  upon  the 
speaker. 

"  That's  a  very  rude  speech,  and  I  never  expected 
to  hear  you  say  such  a  thing." 

"Wish  to  God  I  could  say  different.  I'd  tell  a  lot 
more  against  your  cousin  if  I  didn't  love  you  wi'  all 
my  heart  an'  soul ;  but,  being  so  set  upon  you,  I  can't 
speak  with  a  free  mind,  so  I'll  speak  nought.  Doan't 
'e  be  vexed  wi'  me,  my  dear  woman.  You  know 
right  well  as  I'd  go  'pon  my  naked  knees  from  here 
to  Lunnon  town  to  do  your  pleasure.  Awnly  I  ban't 
blind,  an'  I  see  how  this  dashing  chap's  bold  front 
have  cowed  us  all  round  about.  Love  of  you  would 
keep  a  man  true  an'  honest  if  'twas  in  the  nature  of 
un  so  to  be,  an'  I  doan't  say  but  Nicholas  Merle  be 
right  at  root ;  but  I  mislike  un,  cause  I'm  very 
jealous  for  you,  Minnie  Merle,  an'  I  pray  you'll  take 
your  time  an'  not  jump  into  his  arms  fust  moment 
he  axes  you  to  marry  him,  as  he  surely  means  to  do 
come  presently." 
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The  girl  grew  a  little  soothed  before  this  soft 
answer. 

"  I'm  sure  you  mean  very  well,  Elias  Bassett,  an' 
I'll  remember  what  you  say,  for  it's  a  foolish  softness 
toward  me  that  makes  you  say  it.  We'm  auld 
friends  ever  since  I  came  to  Two  Bridges,  an'  I 
doan't  think  no  worse  of  you  for  speaking  your  mind. 
But  you'm  quite  out  o'  bias.  Such  a  dashing  man 
as  my  cousin  do  carry  himself  civil  an'  polite  to  all, 
because  he  can't  help  it.  'Tis  his  smooth  custom. 
He  wouldn't  think  of  me  as  a  wife.  Why  should  he 
— a  maiden  so  rough  of  speech  an'  manner  ?  An'  11*1 
enough  to  look  at,  I'm  sure,  to  an  eye  as  have  often 
been  filled  by  town-bred  girls.  Doan't  'e  fret,  theer's 
a  gude  man.  He'm  awnly  biding  along  wi'  us 
because  he  likes  the  strong  air  an'  the  Devonshire 
cream  an'  honey.  He'll  be  off  as  he  came — all  of  a 
sudden  some  fine  day,  no  doubt." 

But  Bassett  shook  his  head,  and,  indeed,  facts 
presently  proved  that  he  was  right,  the  girl  mistaken. 
Nicholas  made  no  haste  to  depart  from  the  Moor. 
He  took  mighty  rides  over  it  upon  his  brimstone- 
coloured  horse ;  he  endeavoured  to  win  the  friend- 
ship of  all  men,  and  nearly  succeeded,  for  he  was 
generous  and  a  good  sportsman — sure  credentials  to 
the  regard  of  the  folk.  Only  Bassett  and  another 
here  and  there  maintained  a  stubborn  and  doglike 
mistrust.     Nor  were  the  sceptics  free  of  reasons  for 
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their  attitude.  Elias  was  laughed  at  as  a  man  ousted 
from  hope  by  a  better-equipped  rival,  and  the  fact 
that  his  undue  bitterness  was  naturally  set  to  the 
account  of  defeated  love,  chastened  his  tongue  ;  but 
in  truth  Mr.  Bassett's  regard  for  Minnie  had  little  to 
do  with  his  emotion.  He  was  an  honest  man,  and 
not  prejudiced  overmuch  against  young  Merle  by 
their  relations.  Nevertheless  he  had  a  lodged  loath- 
ing against  him,  read  craft  into  his  apparent  candour, 
secret  policy  into  his  open-handedness,  simulation 
into  his  great  affectation  of  being  fellow-well-met 
with  all.  A  lad  of  no  imagination,  Bassett  none  the 
less  went  heavily  in  this  matter,  and  was  oppressed 
with  the  sense  of  evil  at  hand.  A  dull  premonition, 
to  which  he  lent  himself  reluctantly,  spread  events  in 
their  sequence  before  him  ere  they  fell  out. 

Then  accident  presented  him  with  a  solid  fact,  and 
that  fact,  as  is  the  nature  of  such  things,  opened  the 
door  to  many  problems.  But  some  weeks  before  the 
day  that  his  acquired  knowledge  set  young  Bassett's 
brains  upon  the  whirl,  there  had  happened  the  fore- 
seen, and  Minnie  was  engaged  to  be  married  to  her 
cousin.  Liquor  ran  free  on  the  evening  of  the  great 
news,  and  few  were  those  who  left  the  "  Ring  o' 
Bells"  in  silence  and  sobriety.  Elias  at  least  was 
not  among  them,  for,  faced  with  the  engagement,  he 
abandoned  his  antagonism  in  a  sort  of  despair,  told 
himself  that  it  was  idle  to  fight  fate,  single-handed, 
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and  so  drank  Minnie's  health  far  into  the  night  and 
went  home  to  his  mother's  cottage  as  drunk  as  any 
man  need  desire  or  deplore  to  be. 

The  time  was  then  late  summer,  and  the  wedding 
was  fixed  to  take  place  at  Widecombe  in  November. 
This  matter  determined,  life  pursued  its  level  way, 
and  Nicholas  Merle,  who  appeared  to  have  no 
business  or  affairs  that  called  him  elsewhere,  dwelt 
on  at  the  "  Ring  o'  Bells,"  enjoyed  the  best  that 
the  inn  could  furnish  him,  and  spent  his  time 
between  courting  his  cousin,  in  a  manner  much  to 
her  taste,  and  riding  far  afield  over  the  land.  Some- 
times she  accompanied  him  on  her  Dartmoor  pony, 
sometimes  he  went  alone. 

There  came  a  day  in  the  bar  when  Gammer  Trout 
was  able  to  furnish  the  company  with  a  morsel  of 
news. 

"  Master  Merle  got  a  packet  by  the  mail  essterday," 
she  said.  "  Fust  as  ever  he've  had  since  he  corned  ; 
an'  not  to  his  taste  neither.  'Twill  call  him  off,  for 
he  set  his  teeth  and  frowned  when  he  read  it,  an' 
said  as  he  must  be  gone  in  a  week  an'  wouldn't  be 
back  much  afore  the  wedding." 

"  Who  might  the  packet  have  come  from  ? "  en- 
quired Aaron  French  ;  but  Tibby  could  not  tell. 
She  believed  in  her  future  master  and  gave  the  man 
a  short  answer. 

"  That's  his  business.     Us  all  have  our  troubles." 
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"  I  be  the  last  to  speak  anything  but  praise  of  the 
gen'leman,"  declared  Aaron.  "  Yet  he  is  a  man 
of  mystery,  an'  his  goings  an'  comings  work  upon  no 
rule  that  a  plain  head  can  figure  out  to  itself." 

"  Done  a  purpose,"  declared  Joe  Mudge  ;  "  nought 
goes  home  to  a  maiden's  heart  like  mystery.  Tis 
meet  an'  drink  to  a  fansical  female.  A  fellow  do 
bulk  large  in  the  innocent  eyes  of  women  folk  if 
they  think  he've  got  a  hidden  side  to  un — a  side  as 
nought  but  the  moon  do  know." 

They  returned  to  the  subject  of  the  packet ;  and 
then  it  fell  out  that,  within  half  an  hour  of  that  time, 
the  great  fact  already  alluded  to  faced  Elias  Bassett, 
and  an  accident  thrust  the  fortunes  of  a  man  and  a 
woman  into  his  hands. 

As  he  left  the  "  Ring  o'  Bells "  a  little  later,  his 
mind  upon  the  packet,  Nicholas  Merle  himself  set 
out  on  horseback,  and  galloped  away  in  a  direction 
that  the  keeper  pursued  more  slowly  on  foot.  And 
as  he  viewed  the  receding  figure,  a  speck  of  white 
suddenly  fluttered  into  the  air  behind  it  and  fell  upon 
the  moor-path.  Ignorant  of  his  loss,  the  rider  went 
forward,  and  Bassett,  convinced  that  he  had  seen  the 
identical  object  of  recent  discussion,  marched  along 
his  way.  His  purpose,  arrived  at  hastily,  was  to  pick 
up  the  letter,  conceal  it,  and  give  it  to  Minnie  with 
the  frank  advice  that  she  would  do  well  to  read  it ; 
but  in   the  event  he  did   no  such   thing,  for  as  he 
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stooped  to  gather  up  the  paper,  a  thud  of  hoofs  came 
to  his  ear  and  he  saw  that  Nicholas  Merle  had  dis- 
covered his  loss  and  was  returning  to  make  it  good 
if  possible. 

He  dropped  the  writing  unseen,  a  flash  of  wisdom 
leading  to  that  course ;  but  he  did  not  do  so  until 
two  words  had  chanced  to  fall  upon  his  eyes — two 
words  of  such  tremendous  significance  that  they 
quite  dazed  the  mind  of  Elias. 

"  Dear  Husband " 

He  read  that  much,  then  moved  quickly  away 
from  the  letter  and  pretended  to  be  picking  and 
eating  blackberries  a  hundred  yards  distant,  as  Merle 
rode  past  him  with  his  eyes  straining  to  right  and 
left  of  the  way.  The  rider  banished  his  care  and 
cracked  a  jest  with  Bassett ;  then,  looking  backward, 
without  appearing  to  do  so,  Elias  saw  Merle  dis- 
mount and  clutch  up  his  letter.  A  moment  later  he 
resumed  his  ride,  and  went  whistling  along  upon  his 
great,  bright  horse. 

Ill 

The  first  inclination  of  Elias  Bassett  was  to  meet 
his  rival,  man  to  man,  and  settle  this  outrage  by 
force  of  arms  ;  but  after  four-and-twenty  hours  with 
himself  he  decided  against  that  course.  To  do  the 
best  for  Minnie  without  afterthought  for  his  own 
gain  was  now  the   keeper's  duty.     He  put  himself 
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resolutely  out  of  the  question,  and  even  debated 
whether  he  should  impart  his  discovery  to  another, 
and  so  stand  aloof  from  the  necessary  deed ;  but  his 
nature  would  not  go  so  far  along  with  him.  He  was 
a  man  faced  with  a  rascal  and  an  enemy,  and  that 
rascal  must  be  unmasked  by  him,  not  another.  The 
work  before  him  was  in  itself  so  congenial  that  to 
delay  proved  difficult.  Therefore  Elias  quickly 
planned  his  course  of  action,  and  the  hour  for  it. 
Yet  he  was  disappointed,  for  on  the  morning  of  a 
day  that  he  had  fixed  to  confront  Merle  and  break 
the  evil  news  to  Minnie,  Nicholas  himself  departed 
unexpectedly.  He  was  to  be  absent  until  the  time 
of  the  wedding. 

Upon  this  circumstance  Bassett  pondered  through 
another  day,  then  suddenly  strange  matters  hurried 
his  decision  and  anger  opened  his  lips. 

Returning  by  night  to  the  hamlet  of  Two  Bridges 
over  the  high  Moor,  Elias  met  Minnie  Merle  alone 
walking  quickly  toward  the  lonely  gorges  of  West 
Dart,  where  the  river  roars  and  echoes  under  Wist- 
man's  primeval  wood  of  oaks.  Darkness  was  already 
come,  but  a  moon  hidden  under  low  clouds  made  all 
clear.  Only  the  river,  full  after  a  freshet,  filled  the 
silence  with  ebb  and  flow  of  watery  music,  that  waxed 
and  waned  upon  the  wind.  The  lonely  wood,  shunned 
even  by  day  and  held  a  haunted  region  by  night, 
huddled  there  like  a  concourse  of  misshapen  goblins. 
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Huge  planes  of  shattered  granite  sank  from  the  hills 
to  the  river  valley,  and  the  red  fox  and  shining  adder 
alone  found  a  home  in  this  fantastic  forest  of  humped, 
twisted  and  shrivelled  trees.  But  to  Minnie  the 
desolate  spot  was  good.  She  associated  it  with  her 
lover ;  there,  when  the  sunlight  shone  and  little  blue 
butterflies  danced  above  the  briars,  Nicholas  had 
asked  her  to  marry  him  ;  and  now,  under  gathering 
night,  it  was  upon  a  secret  errand  connected  with 
her  cousin  that  she  stole  along  when  the  keeper  met 
her,  to  their  common  surprise. 

"  A  strange  hour  for  a  walk,  sure  enough  !  "  he 
said.  "  What  wonnerful  secret  be  taking  you  on  the 
Moor  at  this  time  of  night?" 

"  It  be  a  secret,"  she  answered,  "  so  ax  me  no  more 
about  it,  an'  go  on  your  way." 

"  I'll  tell  you  another  secret  for  yours,  Minnie 
Merle.     Wheer  be  you  gwaine  so  quick  ? " 

"To  Wistman's  Wood — that  much  I'll  let  you 
know — no  more.  Now  go  your  way,  Elias,  like  a 
gude  man." 

"  Ban't  you  feared  ? " 

"  Not  of  Wistman's  Wood.  'Tis  nought  but  a 
cluster  of  honest  old  trees." 

"  Well,  I'll  come  along  with  you." 

"  An'  I  won't  let  you.     Three's  no  company." 

Elias  stared  and  shifted  his  walking-stick  from  one 
hand  to  the  other. 
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"  Gwaine  to  meet  somebody  ? " 

"  Why  not  ? " 

"  What  would  your  young  man  say  ? " 

Minnie  laughed. 

"  Since  you  ax,  I  think  I  may  answer  that  he'd 
say  I  was  in  the  right.  Now  you  know  enough — tu 
much.  Leave  me — I  won't  have  you  go  another 
yard  with  me." 

"  I  do  know  tu  much  for  my  peace,"  he  said  ;  "  but 
'tis  you  who  don't  know  enough.  I've  waited  a  long- 
ful  time  to  speak,  but  now  I'll  do  it,  though  I  break 
your  heart.  Better  that  than  ruination.  This  man 
— Nicholas  Merle — he'm  married,  an'  that  packet  he 
got — 'twas  from  his  ill-served  wife." 

"  You  coward  ;  you  liar  ;  you  wicked,  venomous 
snake ! "  cried  out  Minnie.  "  To  stand  theer  afore 
your  Maker  an'  hatch  that  lie  for  the  ear  of  a  loving 
woman  !  Oh  !  I  wish  I  was  a  man  ;  I'd  tear — but 
he  shall — he  shall — he  shall  know  it  this  night ! " 

Her  passion  revealed  her  secret.  She  saw  what 
she  had  done,  grew  a  little  calmer  and  explained. 

"This  is  the  last  time  I'll  ever  foul  my  breath  with 
your  name,  Elias  Bassett ;  but  since  you've  surprised 
this  out  of  me,  I  must  say  more.  If  you've  a  shadow 
of  honour,  you'll  keep  a  secret  I  swore  not  to  reveal 
to  a  soul,  yet  have  now  revealed  in  anger  to  you. 
The  fault  was  yours.  When  my  true  love  went  away, 
he  told  me  that  I   might  find  to-day  a  letter  in  a 
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secret  spot  known  to  both  of  us  far  away  upon  the 
Moreton  road.  I  went  there — rode  my  pony  out 
this  morning — and  a  letter  waited  me.  I  tell  you 
these  things  that  you  shall  breed  no  more  lies  against 
him  or  me.  In  that  note  he  told  me  that  he  should 
be  at  Wistman's  Wood  to-night  at  a  familiar  spot  I 
wot  very  well.  And  he  is  to  let  me  into  gert  news. 
Wonnerful  things  have  happened  to  him.  But  he  is 
supposed  to  be  far  away,  and  that  he  is  tarrying  here 
is  my  secret.  And  now  you  have  surprised  it  out  of 
me.  At  least  I  can  trust  you  not  to  breathe  of  this 
to  any  living  soul  if  ever  you  loved  me." 

"  I  shall  keep  silent,  be  sure,  since  you  find  it  in 
your  heart  to  give  me  the  lie  and  call  me  '  snake.' " 

"  I  saw  the  letter  that  you  pretend  to  have  seen. 
He  showed  it  to  me.  Not  that  I  asked  to  see  it. 
I  would  trust  Nicholas  before  the  sun.  You  are 
dreaming,  or  else  very  wicked.  The  packet  was  from 
a  scrivener.  It  concerned  money.  'A  wife'!  This 
is  jealous  madness.  He  never  looked  at  any  woman 
before  he  met  me." 

"If  I  be  wrong,  I'll  beg  his  pardon  on  my  knees." 

"  You  be  most  wickedly  wrong.  He  is  the  soul  of 
honour." 

"  Then  let  me  come  now  with  you." 

"  Not  for  the  world.  He  would  never  forgive  me 
if  anybody  heard  of  this  meeting.  It  is  vital  to  his 
interests  that  it  should  be  supposed  he  is  far  away." 
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"  Cannot  you  see  there  is  danger  for  you  in  this  ?  " 

"  Danger  with  him  ?  How  little  you  know  what 
love  means  for  all  your  talk,  Elias  ! " 

"  It  is  because  I  know  what  love  means  that  I  care 
so  much.  Let  me  be  somewhere  near — out  of  sight 
and  earshot  of  speech,  but  not  too  far  off  for  a  cry 
to  reach  me  if  you  wanted  help." 

"  Each  word  you  say  makes  me  hate  you  worse, 
Elias  Bassett." 

"  At  least  let  me  stop  here  an'  see  you  home  again 
afterward." 

"  Never !  I've  done  with  you.  You  ban't  a  good 
man.  Besides,  you  would  have  to  wait  for  hours. 
I  be  very  early  for  our  meeting.  Nicholas  will  not 
be  there  afore  eleven  o'clock." 

"  And  if  you  never  come  home  again,  Minnie 
Merle?" 

"  Then  you  may  tell  all  men  what  you  have  heard 
to-night,  an'  go  an'  seek  for  me.  If  Nicholas  knowed 
you  were  his  enemy,  he  would  shoot  you  like  a  dog. 
So  be  warned." 

"  And  yet  you  cannot  see  that  if  he  is  married 
already,  you  are  his  worst  enemy !  He  can't  marry 
you  and  get  the  money  that  way,  so " 

She  turned  and  ran  from  him  without  another 
word,  and  he  watched  her  sink  into  grey  moonlight 
until  the  Moor  swallowed  her  up.     A  dim  spot  a 
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mile  away  on  the  night  marked  Wistman's  Wood  ; 
and  from  it,  through  the  fitful  noise  of  the  river,  an 
owl's  cry  came  faintly,  like  the  sound  of  a  wailing 
child. 

IV 

Elias  sat  upon  a  rock  and  so  remained  a  long 
while  with  his  head  between  his  hands.  Then  he 
got  up  and  walked  slowly  homeward  ;  while  Minnie 
Merle,  despite  the  fact  that  she  was  far  too  early  for 
her  appointment,  proceeded  steadily  toward  Wist- 
man's Wood.  Presently,  with  a  light,  sure  foot,  she 
entered  the  old  forest  and  passed  where  auburn 
autumn  foliage  rustled  under  the  wan  light.  The 
wind  sighed  here  and  there  in  the  stunted  timber, 
then  died  off  and  left  the  place  breathless,  awake, 
watching  as  it  seemed. 

There  was  a  familiar  tree  whose  boughs,  heavily 
draped  with  grey  lichen  and  metallic-coloured  mosses, 
made  amongst  them  a  comfortable  sort  of  couch. 
The  low  branches  scarcely  sprung  above  the  rocky 
earth,  and  many  a  deep  cleft  and  cranny  lay  beneath 
the  withered  boles.  Here  the  wood-rush  flourished, 
and  the  briar,  and  the  little  corydalis  shared  sunny 
corners  with  the  snake  on  summer  days.  Where 
Minnie  now  climbed,  that  her  head  might  rise  above 
the  low  crowns  of  the  wood,  ivy  and  whortleberry 
grew,  and  polypody  ferns  extended  along  the  limbs 
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of  the  tree.  About  each  dwarf,  bleared  and  hoary, 
moved  festoons  of  ash-coloured  lichen,  like  ghostly 
dryads  grown  old.  The  arms  of  the  trees  were 
bedded  with  centuries  of  decayed  vegetation,  their 
trunks  were  twisted  into  the  shape  of  fossil  beasts ; 
yet  life  was  strong  in  them  ;  yearly  they  broke 
their  amber  buds ;  yearly  they  blossomed  and  bore 
fruit. 

Gazing  about  her  and  wondering  from  whence  her 
mysterious  lover  would  appear,  Minnie  was  suddenly 
startled  to  see  a  huge  creature  moving  in  the  night. 
It  came  toward  her,  magnified  by  the  moon.  Sup- 
posing it  some  wandering  ox  from  the  herds  of  half- 
wild  cattle  that  roamed  the  Moor,  she  was  glad  of 
her  elevated  security ;  but  the  object  proved  a  horse, 
and  on  it  a  man  sat — the  man  she  loved  best  in  the 
world.  Nicholas  was  also  very  early,  and,  well- 
pleased  to  find  it  so,  his  sweetheart  prepared  to  leap 
out  of  her  refuge  and  run  to  him,  when  something 
made  her  hesitate  and  she  waited  a  moment  and 
watched  her  lover  dismount. 

He  carried  a  curious  long  parcel  under  his  arm, 
and  the  girl  wondered  what  manner  of  gift  this 
might  be.  Then,  within  twenty  yards  of  her  hiding- 
place,  Nicholas  Merle,  having  consulted  a  big  watch, 
proceeded  to  a  curious  occupation  that  first  puzzled 
the  watcher,  then  froze  her  young  limbs  with  an 
awful  chill  not  born  of  cold. 
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First,  tethering  his  horse  on  the  high  ground  above 
the  wood,  the  man  lighted  a  lantern,  set  his  pistols 
at  his  elbow  on  a  stone,  and  turned  to  the  long 
parcel  he  had  brought  with  him.  From  this  he  un- 
wound some  rope  and  produced  a  spade  and  a  short, 
heavy  pick.  He  took  off  his  coat,  rolled  up  his 
sleeves  and  sought  a  place  for  digging.  Presently 
a  hollow  between  two  great  slabs  of  granite  met  his 
view,  and  carefully  thrusting  away  the  briars,  ferns 
and  honeysuckle  that  draped  this  spot,  he  set  to 
work  and  began  deepening  it  with  his  tools.  A 
mound  quickly  grew  at  hand,  and  a  long,  narrow 
hole  began  to  yawn  between  the  shelves  of  stone. 
He  toiled  with  all  his  might  and  feared  not  to  sing 
at  his  labour.  Then,  as  he  lifted  his  voice,  the  words 
he  uttered  told  his  deed  to  the  girl  who,  above  in  the 
ancient  oak,  looked  down  through  a  screen  of  red 
leaves.  She  shook  so  that  the  dry  foliage  rustled  all 
about  her,  but  Nicholas  Merle's  own  melody  filled 
his  ear  and  he  sang  the  historic  song  of  another  he 
once  had  watched  mimicking  the  same  business  that 
now  engaged  him  in  earnest : — 

"A  pickaxe,  and  a  spade,  a  spade, 
For  and  a  shrouding  sheet  : 
O  !  a  pit  of  clay  for  to  be  made 
For  such  a  guest  is  meet." 

Then  the  girl  in  the  tree  grasped  the  friendly 
limbs  and  cowered  close  and  set  her  teeth  to  save 
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herself  from  fainting  and  falling,  for  she  knew  that 
she  watched  the  digging  of  her  own  grave.  She 
struggled  with  herself  to  think  what  she  should  do ; 
but  to  solve  that  problem  was  easy  enough.  Her 
life  depended  upon  the  sheltering  tree.  The  pistol 
that  glittered  at  Merle's  elbow  was  waiting  for  her 
young  heart. 

Half  an  hour  before  their  appointed  time  of  meet- 
ing Merle  finished  his  labours,  hid  his  tools,  trailed 
the  weeds  over  his  work  and  then,  putting  on  his 
coat,  blew  out  the  lantern  and  sat  down  to  wait  his 
cousin's  arrival.  And  presently,  while  Minnie  watched 
and  wondered  how  long  his  patience  would  keep  him 
in  Wistman's  Wood,  and  how  long  her  strength 
would  bear  the  ordeal  of  this  terror  under  nightly 
cold,  she  saw  another  shape,  and  a  tall  man's  form 
suddenly  heaved  up  out  of  the  darkness. 

He  approached  the  other,  and  spoke.  Then  the 
girl  felt  her  fears  almost  at  an  end,  for  it  was  Elias 
Bassett.  He  had  indeed  turned  his  face  homeward, 
but  could  not  find  it  in  his  heart  to  obey  Minnie. 

"  Late  work  and  strange  work,  neighbour,"  said 
the  keeper.  "  I've  bided  hidden  an'  watched  you 
this  hour,  an'  yet  I  be  so  much  in  the  dark  as  when 
I  corned.     Who  are  you,  and  what  do  you  here  ?  " 

"  I  mind  my  business,  and  do  you  the  like,  if  you 
are  a  wise  man  ! " 
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"  Why  !  'Tis  Nicholas  Merle  !  I  thought  you  had 
gone  home  to  your  wife." 

The  other  rose  and  Elias  saw  his  teeth  flash  white 
under  the  moon. 

"  You  rash  fool,  are  you  so  weary  of  living  that 
you  come  here  to  hunt  for  your  death  ?  Yes,  Nick 
Merle — a  name  that  if  you  were  a  northern  clown 
instead  of  a  Westerner,  would  make  you  shake  in 
your  shoes.  You  know  too  much,  my  good  clod. 
You  had  been  wiser  to  leave  this  wood  alone  to-night, 
for  leave  it  again  you  never  will." 

"  Yet  that  grave  was  not  dug  for  me,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  No,  since  you  are  curious.  But  I  can  find  room 
for  two  in  it." 

He  snatched  up  a  pistol  and  fired  point-blank. 
Bassett  felt  a  fiery  stab  in  his  shoulder  ;  then  he 
dashed  in  and  closed.  The  men  rolled  together 
upon  the  ground,  but  handicapped  by  his  wound, 
the  keeper  had  little  chance.  His  grip  relaxed,  his 
head  fell  back,  and  the  other,  who  knew  that  he  had 
hit  him,  supposed  the  man  was  dead.  Merle  dragged 
his  foe  to  the  grave,  and  rolled  him  in  without  cere- 
mony ;  then,  seeing  that  Elias  moved,  hearing  that 
he  moaned,  the  rascal  turned  to  get  his  second  pistol 
and  make  an  end  of  the  matter.  But  the  pistol  was 
in  another  hand.  Minnie  had  seen  her  old  suitor 
slain,  as  she  supposed,  and  a  great  grief  for  the 
moment  banished   personal   fear.     In   that   moment 
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she  acted,  leapt  quickly  to  the  boulders  beneath  her 
hiding-place,  crept  near  the  battle  unseen,  and,  as 
her  cousin  returned  and  stood  erect,  she  confronted 
him  with  his  own  weapon  raised  and  cocked. 

"  Brave  heart !  "  he  cried.  "  You  had  come  to  my 
rescue,  dear  Minnie,  but,  thank  Heaven,  I  was  one 
too  many  for  this  blackguardly  footpad  myself.  He 
had  traced  me,  how,  I  know  not,  and  wanted  my 
watch.  But  he'll  need  the  time  no  more.  He  sleeps, 
and  no  stroke  but  the  stroke  of  doom  will  waken 
him  again.     Give  me  my  pistol,  dear  heroine  ! " 

"  Nay,"  she  said.  "  I  am  not  deceived.  I  know 
my  life  is  in  my  hand,  and  I  am  not  going  to  put  it 
into  yours.  Come  an  inch  nearer  and  I  will  shoot 
you,  for  you  are  a  murderer,  and  worse  than  a 
murderer." 

The  man  fell  back.  He  had  himself  taught  Minnie 
to  shoot  with  small  arms,  and  he  knew  that  she  was 
a  good  pupil. 

"  Sit  down  and  let  us  talk,"  he  said. 

"  With  that  poor  man  groaning  his  life  out  there 
— for  me  ?  Go — go  now.  If  I  was  not  a  weak  fool, 
I  would  shoot  you  in  cold  blood." 

He  reflected  rapidly,  then  so  acted  that  he  might 
deceive  her  into  his  reach,  and  surprise  the  weapon 
from  her  before  she  could  use  it. 

"  You  will  live  to  regret  this  dreadful  error,  Minnie 
Merle.      No    man    or   woman    wrongs   me    without 
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suffering  for  it.  There  is  some  treachery  here  ;  but 
I  will  be  even  with  my  enemies.     I  always  am." 

He  went  slowly  toward  his  horse  and  she  hung 
back  and  let  him  lead  the  way. 

"  Little  did  I  think  when  I  taught  you  how  to  use 
that  toy  that  you  would  one  night  turn  it  against 
your  faithful  lover,"  he  said  with  deep  sorrow  in  his 
voice. 

"  I  have  seen  you  dig  my  grave,"  she  answered. 
"  You  are  not  worthy  to  live.  Go,  because  I  have 
loved  you." 

He  slowly  mounted  into  his  saddle,  very  slowly 
gathered  his  heavy  hunting-crop  that  hung  hitched 
to  the  holster ;  then,  as  quick  as  lightning,  he  hit 
out  with  the  heavy  handle,  trusting  to  strike  the 
girl  on  the  head  and  bring  her  down  before  she 
could  fire. 

Minnie  started  backward,  and,  to  her  horror,  the 
jerk  of  her  movement,  although  it  saved  her  life  from 
the  blow,  exploded  the  pistol.  Now,  defenceless,  she 
prepared  to  fly,  but  the  man's  laugh  of  triumph  was 
broken  by  a  horrid  scream  of  pain  from  his  horse. 
The  ball  had  struck  it  high  on  the  neck  and  the 
great  brute  reared  up  and  became  unmanageable. 
So  sudden  was  the  action  that  Merle  came  off.  A 
second  more  and  he  would  have  rolled  into  safety ; 
but,  at  the  moment  of  his  collapse,  even  as  he  fell, 
the  frantic  creature   kicked   out,  and  a   steel-plated 
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hoof,  with  the  strength  of  a  flying  chain-shot,  crashed 
into  his  head  behind  the  ear  and  cut  away  half  his 
skull.  Under  the  moon  oozed  forth  the  brains  that 
had  plotted  Minnie's  death,  and  she  turned  shudder- 
ing, while  the  great  horse,  with  a  cry  almost  human, 
galloped  into  the  night. 

Bassett  lived,  as  Minnie  soon  discovered.  His 
wound  still  bled,  but  she  tore  her  linen,  stanched 
the  flow  and  supported  him  upon  the  way  until  his 
strength  gave  out  again  and  he  sank  down  upon  the 
Moor,  while  she  fled  forward  for  succour. 

****** 

The  name  of  Bassett  warms  Devon  hearts  to-day, 
and  it  was  the  generation  that  followed  Elias  that 
wrote  their  worthy  patronymic  large  upon  the  earth 
and  blazoned  it  in  history.  Yet  the  sons  of  Minnie, 
and  her  grandsons  and  great-grandsons,  loved  best 
in  their  annals  that  tragedy  of  the  highwayman,  their 
mother's  cousin — Young  Nick,  as  he  is  called — and 
the  story  of  his  efforts  to  prevent  them  from  coming 
into  the  world  by  sending  their  mother  out  of  it. 
They  have  waxed  high  in  the  land,  and  men  have 
blessed  them ;  yet  their  joy  in  Sir  Elias  Bassett, 
Lord  Moreton,  is  not  greater  than  that  they  take 
in  plain  Elias,  the  statesman's  grandfather.  Men 
made  a  riddle  about  Minnie  Merle  and  her  grave — 
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a  jest  that  sets  three  generations  laughing  ;  but  of 
late  this  joke  has  hidden  within  the  pages  of  old, 
curious  journals.  There,  indeed,  many  such-like 
strange  matters  shall  be  met  with.  Long  they  lie 
forgotten,  buried  in  an  ancient  chronicle,  tombed  for 
centuries  under  the  lumber  of  a  muniment  chest, 
until  bidden  to  rise  and  live  again. 


JONAS   AND   DINAH 

I 

I  PUBLISH  the  banns  of  marriage  between 
Jonas  Lethbriclge,  bachelor,  and  Dinah  Mary 
Hannaford,  spinster,  both  of  this  parish.  If  any  of 
you  know  cause,  or  just  impediment,  why  these  two 
persons  should  not  be  joined  together  in  holy  matri- 
mony, ye  are  to  declare  it.  This  is  for  the  first  time 
of  asking." 

A  pleasant  rustle  ran  through  the  little  congrega- 
tion— an  amiable  and  friendly  sound.  Jonas  and 
Dinah  sat  together  through  the  ordeal  of  the  banns, 
and,  out  of  sight,  he  squeezed  her  hand  to  support 
her. 

"  The  maiden  went  so  red  as  a  rose,  an'  the  man 
pale  as  a  dog's  tooth.  Did  'e  note  it? "  asked  Black- 
smith Chugg  of  Sexton  Lethbridge,  after  service  was 
at  an  end  and  the  village  folk  had  vanished. 

"  I  noted  that,  and  more  than  that.  Old  as  I  am, 
and  so  round  in  the  back  as  a  beetle  with  a  lifetime 
o'  burying,  yet  my  eyes  be  gimlets  o'  sharpness  still, 
thank  God !     'Tis  a  trick  my  son  Jonas  have  gotten 
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from  his  mother.  The  red  never  corned  in  her  cheek 
at  high  moments — blood  all  rushed  to  her  heart,  an' 
her  growed  so  white  you  might  have  thought  as  her 
was  going  to  die  on  the  spot.  When  I  axed  her  to 
marry  me,  she  went  fainty-like,  an'  her  lips  turned 
blue.  But  a  good  wife  she  was  as  ever  a  man  lost 
an'  mourned.  They  wondered  how  I  could  find 
nature  enough  in  me  to  dig  her  pit  myself.  The 
fools !  To  think  that  a  grave-digger  like  me  could 
have  rested  easy  in  my  bed  if  another  had  done  it ! " 

"  I  hope  as  Dinah  Hannaford  will  be  such  a  wife 
an'  mother  as  your  missis  an'  mine,"  said  the  black- 
smith. "  But  why  for  did  tenor  bell — that  chap, 
Amos  Thorn,  the  woodman — get  up  an'  leave  the 
church  when  they  was  axed  out  ?  A  very  unseason- 
able thing  to  do." 

"  I  marked  it,"  answered  Mr.  Lethbridge.  "  Jonas 
says  that  Dinah  kept  company  two  years  back  with 
Thorn.  But  they  failed  out,  because  he  have  such 
a  surly  habit  of  mind  an'  her  couldn't  put  up  with 
his  tantrums  no  more.  If  her  so  much  as  looked 
at  another  man  or  gived  a  chap  '  good-day,'  Thorn 
would  go  crazy ;  an'  as  life  promised  to  be  a  burden- 
some business  wi  'such  a  touchy  fashion  o'  man,  she 
took  courage  to  break  off." 

"  A  very  sensible  maid,  they  say." 

"  So  she  is,  then  ;  never  seed  any  young  woman 
with   more   sense.     They  be  coming    to    live   along 
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wi'  me.  Then  my  old  sister,  as  does  for  me  now, 
can  go  off  comfortable  into  that  empty  almshouse 
offered  her  to  Tavistock." 

Elsewhere  the  lovers  walked  and  talked  in  a 
Devon  lane.  Her  arm  rested  upon  his,  and  grim 
exultation  marked  his  features.  Stern  and  hard 
was  his  countenance,  yet  his  eyes  glowed  kindly  and 
flashed  with  love  as  he  looked  down  at  her  face. 
Ferns  in  all  the  glory  of  new  green  hung  fronds 
about  the  way ;  seeding  grasses  softened  the  verdant 
banks,  and  flowers  brightened  them  with  red  and 
purple.  Field-roses  and  dog-roses  trailed  their 
beauty  above,  and  in  the  air  was  scent  of  eglantine 
and  song  of  bird.  Speedwells  and  cinquefoil  made 
blue-and-gold  lacework  in  the  vernal  walls  of  the 
lane ;  hawthorn  turned  to  roseal  harmonies  in  death, 
and  the  last  bluebells  faded. 

"  You'll  love  me  for  ever,  my  own  dear  ? "  she  said. 

"Till  my  heart  be  done  wi'  beating,  Dinah,"  he 
answered.  "  No  trouble  as  was  ever  hatched  by  man 
or  the  devil  will  come  betwixt  you  an'  me." 

II 

"  I  publish  the  banns  of  marriage  between  Amos 
Thorn,  bachelor,  and  Dinah  Mary  Hannaford, 
spinster,  both  of  this  parish.  If  any  of  you  know 
cause,  or  just  impediment,  why  these  two  persons 
should  not  be  joined  together  in  holy  matrimony, 
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ye  are  to  declare  it.     This  is  for  the  first  time  of 
asking." 

Again  there  followed  a  rustle  of  many  curious 
folks  ;  but  a  different  emotion  animated  it,  a  different 
sound  infused  it.  Human  nature  woke  up  and 
buzzed.  This  was  more  than  merely  pleasant  ;  it 
was  interesting.  Mr.  Thorn  and  Dinah  Hannaford 
were  not  in  the  little  church  to  face  two  hundred 
pairs  of  eyes.  Jonas  Lethbridge  accompanied  his 
father,  and  while  the  ancient  grave-digger's  head 
drooped  and  his  mouth  trembled,  where  it  fell  in 
over  naked  gums,  the  young  man  gazed  unflinchingly 
before  him,  and  no  quiver  marked  his  strong,  hard 
face  and  dark  eyes.  He  kept  them  fixed  unblinking 
on  a  stained  glass  window  that  represented  Christ 
bidding  the  waves  be  still. 

Again  the  old-time  neighbour  of  Sexton  Leth- 
bridge stumped  along  beside  him  under  spring 
leaves ;  but  Jonas  had  disappeared  as  soon  as  the 
service  was  ended. 

"  Very  sorry  for  your  son,  my  dear  soul ;  for  I  lay 
the  fire  in  his  eye  was  burning  out  of  his  heart  if  us 
could  have  but  seen  it,"  said  Mr.  Chugg,  the  black- 
smith. "  What  a  courage  he've  got  to  come  to 
worship  ! " 

"  'Tis  a  very  dreadful  thing  for  all  of  us,  Chugg." 

Mr.    Lethbridge    spoke    wearily.      Of    late    his 
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natural  forces  were  abated,  and  Jonas  did  much  of 
the  work  of  the  churchyard. 

"  Every  maiden  in  the  village  be  sorry  for  him," 
said  the  blacksmith. 

"  An'  well  they  might  be." 

"  Thorn  hadn't  the  brass  to  be  there  hisself,  I  see. 
A  chap  from  Princetown  ringed  tenor  bell  to-day." 

"  God  won't  never  prosper  such  treachery,  you 
mark  me,"  said  Mr.  Lethbridge. 

"  If  'tis  God's  business  to  put  down  treachery, 
He'm  a  thought  behind  His  work — to  say  it  re- 
spectful. My  experience  is  that  the  ungodly  do 
very  well  'pon  Dartymoor.  Be  your  sister  going  to 
bide  with  you  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  she'm  stopping.  Her  wouldn't  go  in  the 
almshouse  when  the  wedding  fell  through.  But  it 
won't  be  for  long.  I'm  getting  ripe  an'  ready  for  the 
grave  myself  now." 

"  The  women  of  this  generation  ban't  no  better 
than  reptile  toads.  But  your  young  chap  will  find 
a  good  wife  come  presently,  please  God.  There's  a 
tidy  maid  here  an'  there  yet." 

"  Not  him.  He'll  bide  a  bachelor  for  evermore. 
He'm  so  bitter  as  gall  to  the  roots  of  his  being  since 
she  wrote  that  letter.  It  have  turned  him  away 
from  the  Almighty's  Self." 

"Chucked  him  over  with  a  letter,  did  her?" 

"  Ess — an'    a   very   nice   fashion   of  penmanship. 
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Yet  all  written  wi'  needles,  so  to  say,  as  stabbed 
the  poor  young  youth  cruel.  He  gasped  when  he 
read  it,  as  if  he'd  swallowed  his  meat  wrong  way. 
Then  he  handed  it  to  me.  She  just  said  as  she'd 
been  wickedly  deceived  in  him,  and  that  she'd  rather 
have  trusted  the  sun  not  to  shine  than  believe  he 
could  have  acted  so  bad  to  her.  An'  she  also  hoped 
the  Lord  would  forgive  him  for  treating  a  poor 
maiden  so  crooked." 

"  That  weern't  enough  for  Jonas  Lethbridge,  was 
it?" 

"  No,  by  Gor  !  He  went  straight  to  her,  an'  there 
was  fiery  words ;  but  the  truth,  or  what  she  thought 
was  truth,  he  never  knowed.  Her  love  had  turned 
to  hate  in  a  single  night.  He  pressed  for  reasons ; 
and  she  said  that  to  ax  for  reasons  was  the  worst 
insult  of  all,  seeing  she  knowed  the  whole  secret 
truth  about  him.  Not  a  word  more  could  he  get, 
though  he  tried,  and  was  patient  as  Job  for  an  hour 
of  talk.  Then,  having  his  spark  o'  passion  like 
any  other  man,  he  called  her  a  wanton,  wicked  jilt 
an'  left  her.  An'  no  girl  ever  deserved  hard  names 
more  than  she." 

"  'Tis  a  dark  story,  to  be  sure.  That's  why  us 
never  heard  the  third  axing  of  the  banns,  then  ? " 

"  It  happened  last  spring,  afore  the  last  axing. 
Then,  come  winter,  Dinah  Hannaford's  mother  died, 
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an'  next  thing  us  heard  was  that  she'd  got  on  wi' 
Amos  Thorn  again." 

"  A  very  womanly  piece  of  work." 

"  I  don't  know  whether  'tis  woman  or  man  be  at 
the  bottom.  I'd  throw  blame  on  Thorn  if  I  dared 
wi'out  running  danger  of  violence ;  but  I  be  old  an' 
weak,  an'  'tis  no  good  saying  things  you  can't  en- 
force wi'  your  right  arm.  Still,  I  do  think  he  kin- 
diddled  her  away  from  my  boy." 

"  'Tis  no  libel  to  think  it,  anyway,"  said  Mr.  Chugg, 
and  the  sexton  nodded. 

"  There's  parties  as  ought  to  be  punished  wheether 
or  no,"  he  said,  "  and  I  hope  the  A'mighty  won't  let 
it  pass,  an'  that  I'll  live  to  see  the  wicked  come  by 
their  deserts." 

A  mile  away  Amos  Thorn  and  Dinah  walked  to- 
gether where  immortal  flowers  bloomed  about  them 
at  the  dawn  of  June. 

"  Oh,  but  you'll  be  true  to  me,  dear  heart — I  can 
trust  you?"  she  asked  with  a  pleading  voice. 

The  big  blonde  man  turned  and  hugged  her  to 
himself  and  kissed  her. 

"  For  ever  an'  ever,  Amen,  my  pretty ! "  he  said. 
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III 

"  Forasmuch  as  it  hath  pleased  Almighty  God  of 
His  great  mercy  to  take  unto  Himself  the  soul  of 
our  dear  brother  here  departed,  we  therefore  commit 
his  body  to  the  ground  ;  earth  to  earth,  ashes  to 
ashes,  dust  to  dust;  in  sure  and  certain  hope " 

The  clods  fell  ;  the  familiar  rite  ended.  There 
was  a  smell  of  earth  and  bruised  grass.  Dinah 
Thorn  looked  down  into  her  husband's  grave ;  and 
her  child  of  three,  clutching  tight  his  mother's 
black-gloved  hand,  peeped  fearfully  into  the  abyss 
that  had  swallowed  his  father.  Suddenly  the  infant 
appeared  to  realise  his  loss,  and  howled  with  all  his 
little  heart. 

Anon  every  man  went  to  his  own  house,  while  Mr. 
Lethbridge  began  to  fill  the  grave.  His  friend  the 
blacksmith  had  been  one  of  the  bearers.  He,  too, 
stayed  behind  ;  and  now  Chugg  lighted  his  pipe,  and 
sat  upon  a  tomb,  and  watched  the  sexton.  Once 
more  they  played  the  part  of  chorus. 

"  'Tis  a  wonder  to  see  you  with  the  spade  again." 

"  As  to  that,  I'm  past  it — have  been  these  three 
year — but  this  particular  job — well,  somehow,  Jonas 
had  got  a  feeling  that  he'd  cussed  the  chap  so  often 
in  life  that  he  couldn't  dig  his  pit  decent ;  an'  I  be 
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clever  yet  for  such  an  old  blid,  so  I  corned  out  o'  my 
well-earned  rest.  Can't  say  as  it  hurt  my  mind  to 
dig,  though  my  rheumatics  will  smart  for  it  come 
to-morrow." 

The  earth  dropped  from  the  shovel,  and  the  coffin 
beneath  rumbled  to  the  thud. 

Old  Lethbridge  worked  slowly,  and  stopped  often 
to  talk. 

'"Twas  always  said  he'd  got  a  careless  way  of 
throwing  elms.  An'  now  an  elm  have  throwed  him. 
A  great  tree  in  Widecombe  Park  failed  when  he  was 
looking  t'other  way,  an'  a  bough  scat  his  brains  out. 
An'  now  he'm  coffined  in  elm,  an*  never  good  wood 
held  a  worse  man." 

The  blacksmith  smoked  and  shook  his  head. 

"  Yet  the  Church  feels  no  doubts  of  him.  Have  'e 
ever  marked  the  cocksureness  of  the  parsons  ?  'Tis 
that  I  marvels  at !  '  Sure  and  sartain  hope '  be  the 
words.  When  they  buried  Sam  Pridham,  the  poacher 
— him  as  beat  his  wife  and  drinked  the  boots  an' 
shoes  off  his  children's  feet — parson  was  just  so  dead 
positive  'bout  it  as  when  he  put  away  my  old  woman, 
who  was  a  holy  saint  o'  God,  bar  her  temper.  How 
can  us  know  that  it  have  pleased  the  A'mighty  to 
take  to  Hisself  the  soul  of  this  here  Amos  Thorn?" 

"  We  can't  be  sure,  and  for  my  part  I  ban't,"  said 
the  other.  "  We  know  mighty  little  of  any  man 
except  this  :  that  king  and  tinker  breed  the  same 
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fashion  o'  worms  come  they  die.  The  chap  down 
there  was  a  liar,  an'  he  won  Dinah  Hannaford  from 
my  son  by  a  wicked  trick.  He  told  her  falsehoods 
— 'twas  this  dust  I'm  covering  with  honest  earth  that 
made  dust  of  my  son's  life  :  an',  old  as  I  am,  I  be 
glad  to  bury  him.  If  'tis  wicked,  then  'tis  wicked  ; 
but,  any  way,  'tis  true." 

"  Don't  puff  an'  fret,  my  dear.  He'm  gone  now, 
an'  'tis  very  bad  for  you  to  be  so  hot  at  your  age. 
He'll  get  his  proper  payment.  For  that  matter,  he 
have  got  it." 

"  I  say  us  have  no  right  to  believe  that  God  have 
took  this  man's  soul  to  Hisself.  It  ban't  justice,  an' 
I  won't  stomach  it.  Nice  company  for  the  better- 
most   in   heaven  !     The  like  of  Amos  Thorn ! 

Tchut !     I  can't  onderstand  it." 

"  'Tis  a  very  difficult  question,  and  best  left  alone," 
said  the  blacksmith,  uneasily.  "  It  be  quite  enough 
to  know  there  is  such  a  place.  I  never  much  like  to 
think  about  it." 

"  Us  have  more  right  to  commit  his  soul  to  the 
Dowl,  an'  a  lot  more  reason,  too,"  said  the  angry 
ancient.  "  Do  'e  think  I've  read  an'  pondered  the 
Scriptures  fifty  years  for  nothing  ?  The  wages  of  sin 
be  death ;  that's  a  cast-iron,  black-an'-white  fact ; 
and  I'll  back  the  Bible  against  the  Prayer-book  any 
day  of  the  week  for  money.  If  Bible's  true,  he'm 
lost." 
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"The  punishment  do  fall  on  his  wife  an'  child, 
come  to  think  of  it.  He  was  cut  off  so  sudden,  an' 
left  no  provision  for  'em  at  all." 

"  That's  the  law  and  the  prophets,"  declared  Mr. 
Lethbridge.  "  Sins  of  the  fathers  be  visited  on  the 
children — also  pretty  often  on  the  widows,  though 
they  ban't  named  by  name." 

"  Where's  the  justice  of  that,  then  ?  Got  you 
there ! "  cried  the  blacksmith,  triumphantly. 

"  If  you've  got  anybody,  you've  got  the  Old  Testa- 
ment," answered  the  other,  grimly,  "  an'  I'd  advise 
you  to  call  home  your  words  again,  an'  not  flout  the 
Book  o'  Life  in  a  graveyard.  'Twon't  be  for  your 
good.  An'  such  things  will  turn  the  scale  at  Judge- 
ment. The  man  was  cut  off,  an'  'tis  the  quality  of 
punishment  not  to  stop  at  the  sinner,  but  to  catch 
the  innocent  folk  all  around  him — like  measles  or  a 
fever  do." 

"  As  a  husband,  it  be  generally  granted  he  was  a 
very  good  an'  proper  man,"  ventured  Mr.  Chugg. 

"  You  can't  be  a  good  husband  and  a  bad  man." 

"  You'm  so  quick  at  words,  there's  no  being  even 
with  ye ! " 

Then  the  blacksmith  went  his  way,  and  his  friend 
shouted  after  him  : — 

"  Justice  be  justice  ;  an'  for  my  part  I'll  always 
tell  the  truth,  as  I  always  have,  whether  it  be  to  a 
man's  face  or  his  coffin-lid." 
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IV 

There  came  a  day  after  long  years,  and  June 
smiled  as  of  yore,  and  the  scythe  of  Jonas  Leth- 
bridge  smoothed  the  grassy  graveyard,  even  as  the 
scythe  of  Time  filled  it.  He  took  a  gloomy  pride 
in  the  place  ;  and  while  his  father,  who  now  slept 
beneath,  had  been  content  to  dig  deep  and  bury  well, 
this  silent  man  passed  his  abstracted  days  among 
the  graves,  and  made  the  face  of  the  little  church- 
yard fair  to  see. 

Few  problems  troubled  him  ;  yet  upon  this  hour 
in  young  summer  he  was  faced  with  a  difficulty. 
He  paused,  looked  with  down-drawn  brows  at  a 
faint  path  worn  in  the  grass  between  certain  tombs. 
It  was  a  way  trodden  there  by  a  woman's  feet,  and 
it  led — not  to  the  grave  of  Amos  Thorn,  but  to 
a  little  mound  near  it,  where  the  woodman's  son 
slept  beside  him. 

"  Haven't  spoke  a  word  to  her  since  her  fiinged 
me  over,  an'  never  thought  to ;  but  'tis  my  duty," 
the  sexton  reflected,  "  an'  my  duty  I  must  do.  I 
could  set  sticks  across,  but  she'd  only  think  I  was 
'feared  of  her.     For  that  matter,  so  I  be." 

Opportunity  offered  within  the   hour.     The    man 
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mowed,  and  the  blackbirds  sang.  From  an  ancient 
tomb,  long  sunk  out  of  straightness,  came  a  tapping 
where  a  thrush  broke  a  snail  and  feasted  upon  it. 
The  air  danced,  and  the  scythe's  strokes  rose  and  fell 
regularly,  like  the  deep  breath  of  a  sleeper. 

Then  came  a  woman,  and  her  feet  pressed  the 
grasses  where  Lethbridge  had  too  often  marked 
their  passing.  His  face  grew  white,  his  brows 
frowned,  and  he  put  down  his  scythe  and  came 
forward.  Dinah  saw  him,  and  hesitated  and  stood 
still.  A  little  bunch  of  purple  columbines  fell  out  of 
her  hand,  and  she  bent  and  picked  them  up. 

"  Mrs.  Thorn,"  said  the  man,  "  I  must  ax  you  to  go 
around  t'other  way  to  your  graves  in  future.  I  won't 
have  'e  trapsing  about  here.  You'm  wearing  the 
young  grass  away.  See  how  bad  it  do  look.  An'  if 
you'd  only  let  your  child's  grave  alone,  the  turves 
would  jine  suent  and  smooth ;  but  you'm  always 
putting  in  jam-jars  wi'  flowers  in  'em,  an'  planting 
things  that  die,  an'  worrying  the  place  so  cruel  that 
no  grass  can  grow.  I  don't  want  to  say  nought  to 
hurt  your  mother's  heart,  but  the  grave  will  never 
look  seemly  the  way  you  treat  it ;  and  I  shall  be 
blamed." 

She  stood  in  a  dream  to  hear  his  voice  again. 

"  If  tears  could  make  it  grow " 

"  Tears !     'Tis   a   poor,   feeble   sorrow   tears   will 
drown." 
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"  Men  an'  women  be  different.  Tears  do  soften 
the  cutting  edge  to  us  females.  But  I'll  go  round 
t'other  way  henceforth,  Mr  Lethbridge,  an'  I'm  very- 
sorry  I  hurt  the  grass  and  troubled  you  about  it." 

He  looked  hard  at  her,  and  the  mists  of  memory 
rose  a  little  from  off  his  spirit.  Life  had  left  him 
petrified,  while  for  the  woman  the  years  were  full, 
mostly  of  sorrow.  Her  husband  and  child  were  both 
dead,  and  she  lived  alone. 

Now  the  man's  cold  heart  felt  a  throb. 

"  'Tis  strange  to  hear  your  voice,"  he  said.  "  Do  'e 
ever  think  'bout  the  old  days,  ma'am,  or  do  they 
hurt  'e  ? " 

"  Both,"  she  said.  "  I  think  an'  I  suffer.  But  I've 
lived  a  lifetime  since  then." 

"  Yet  you  ban't  very  old  now?  " 

*'  Twenty-six,  Mr.  Lethbridge." 

"  I  know  that  well  enough — twenty-six  come  tenth 
o'  next  month — July." 

"  I  was  very  sorry  for  'e  when  your  old  faither 
died." 

"  So  was  I." 

"  He  never  would  speak  to  me  after " 

"  Faither  was  a  very  great  man  for  justice.  An 
Old  Testament  man,  you  might  say.  'Twas  he  as 
digged  your  husband's  grave,  Mrs.  Thorn.  I  couldn't 
do  it." 
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"  Amos  Thorn  wronged  you  more'n  ever  a  man 
wronged  a  man — God  rest  his  soul." 

"  An'  he  wronged  you  ?  " 

"  I've  forgived  him,"  she  said. 

"He  told  you  as  I  had  a  woman  an'  a  child  hidden 
down  to  Newton  Abbot." 

"  I've  forgived  him." 

"An'  you  could  believe  it?  " 

"  I've  never  forgived  myself,  nor  never  shall." 

There  was  a  silence. 

"  Well,  if  you'll  keep  off  this  here  place  an'  go 
round  by  the  old  stones  there,  I'll  thank  you.  I 
take  a  pride  in  the  burying-ground,  as  be  well 
known.  The  graves  be  wife  and  children  to  me. 
If  you'll  look  around  at  other  churchyards,  you'll  see 
there  ban't  one  this  side  of  Plymouth  that's  so  trim 
and  tidy  as  this." 

"  It's  well  known  ;  people  comes  from  long  ways 
off  to  see  it.  I'll  be  careful  in  future  not  to  do 
harm." 

She  turned,  and  followed  the  road  that  he  pointed 
out.  Then  she  put  fresh  water  in  a  jam-pot,  and 
arranged  the  columbines  upon  a  little  mound  of 
sickly  turf.  Hard  by  his  scythe  began  its  measured 
rhythm  in  the  heart  of  the  green  grass. 
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The  light  took  a  golden  tincture  before  dusk,  and 
nature  rested.  Mellow  sunshine  cast  long  shadows, 
interspersed  with  a  tender  radiance ;  the  cottages 
and  house-places  were  still ;  and  peace  brooded  over 
hamlet  and  homestead,  for  the  day's  work  was  done. 

The  ioth  of  July  sank  to  lovely  close,  and  through 
a  blue  dusk  one  window  glimmered  on  the  confines 
of  the  village. 

Toward  it  walked  a  man,  and  in  his  pocket  he 
carried  a  little  parcel.  Once  he  hesitated,  and 
seemed  disposed  to  hurl  his  gift  into  the  hedge  and 
return  whence  he  came.  But  he  held  on,  and  pre- 
sently reached  the  cottage  door  and  knocked  at  it. 

"Might  I  come  in  an'  have  a  tell,  Mrs.  Thorn?" 
he  asked  in  a  deep  voice. 

There  was  a  moment  of  silence,  then  a  fluttered 
uprising. 

"  Yes,  if  you'm  in  a  mind  to,  Mr.  Lethbridge." 
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WHEN  Farmer  Yelland  died,  everybody  in 
Postbridge  village  was  sorry — for  theirselves, 
but  not  for  him,  mind  you.  Because  if  ever  a  good 
man  went  straight  to  glory  'twas  Michael  Yelland. 
He'd  had  his  ups  an'  downs  like  the  best  an'  worst 
of  us ;  but  though  the  poor  old  gentleman  weern't 
over-blessed  in  his  wife, — nor  yet  his  only  son  for  that 
matter, — yet  'twas  made  up  to  him  in  a  manner  of 
speaking,  for  never  a  farm  in  Dartymoor  did  better. 
His  things  were  always  the  first  to  be  ready  for 
market ;  his  grass  was  always  ready  to  cut  a  week 
ahead  of  his  neighbours,  an'  he  always  had  fine 
weather  to  cut  it  in  ;  while  as  for  his  corn  an'  roots 
— why,  at  the  Agricultural  Show  to  Ashburton,  it 
corned  to  be  a  joke  all  over  the  countryside,  for 
first  prize  always  went  to  Yelland  as  a  regular 
thing.  The  Lord  looks  after  His  own,  you  see,  in 
His  own  partickler  way.  An'  such  a  patient,  large- 
hearted  man  as  he  was !  When  Sarah  Yelland,  his 
wife,  was  took  off,  after  clacking  nonsense  for  fifty 
year,  us  all  thanked  God  in  our  hearts  for  her  good 
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man.  For  'tweern't  a  happy  marriage,  an'  he'd  had 
more  to  put  up  with  unbekownst  in  his  home  circle 
than  falls  to  the  lot  of  many  of  us.  But  not  an 
unkind  word  did  he  ever  say  either  afore  or  after  she 
died.  Never  would  grumble  about  it,  but  kept  his 
thoughts  to  hisself.  I  mind  I  met  him  in  the  church- 
yard six  months  after  he'd  buried  his  wife,  an'  he  was 
smoking  his  old  clay  pipe  an'  seeing  about  a  granite 
gravestone  for  the  tomb. 

"  So  there  her  lies  at  peace,"  I  said  in  my  civil 
way. 

An'  farmer  takes  his  pipe  out  of  his  mouth  an' 
spits  'pon  the  grave,  but  not  with  any  rude  meaning. 

"  Yes,  John,"  he  says  to  me.  "  There  Sarah  lies, 
poor  old  dear — at  peace,  I  hope,  I'm  sure.  Anyway, 
if  she's  so  peaceful  as  I  be  since  her's  gone,  she'll 
do  very  well." 

Two  year  after  that  he  was  in  the  pit  beside  her, 
an'  the  space  left  'pon  the  stone  was  filled  up  with 
his  vartues. 

Then  Nicholas  Yelland — his  son — a  lad  five-an'- 
tvventy  years  old  an'  a  bit  cross  in  the  grain — found 
hisself  master  at  Cator  Court,  as  the  place  was 
called.  We  shook  our  heads,  for  he  was  known  to  us 
as  a  chap  pretty  well  spoilt  by  over-educating.  Old 
Yelland  had  got  his  patience  an'  sense  from  the 
land,  an'  his  wisdom  an'  sweetness  of  disposition  out 
of  no  other  book  than   the   Bible ;    but   his    missis 
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had  great  notions  for  her  one  an'  only  child,  an'  she 
wanted  more  than  the  Bible  could  teach  him  ;  which, 
in  my  judgement,  is  to  cry  out  for  better  bread 
than  can  be  made  of  wheat.  Farmering  weern't  a 
grand  enough  trade  for  him,  she  thought;  so  she 
kept  nagging  an'  nagging  by  day  an'  night,  till,  in 
self-defence,  the  old  man  sent  his  lad  to  Tavistock 
Grammar  School— a  very  great  seat  of  laming  in 
them  days,  by  all  accounts.  Yet  what  they  didn't 
teach  him  was  worth  knowing  too,  for  manners  he 
never  lamed,  nor  yet  his  duty  to  his  neighbour.  He 
corned  home  at  seventeen  with  some  Latin,  'twas 
said,  though  'twas  only  rumoured  like,  an'  a  very 
pretty  way  of  reading  the  lessons  to  church  on 
Sundays ;  but  when  he  returned,  the  first  thing  as 
he  told  his  faither  was,  "  I  be  a  Radical  in  politics 
evermore,  an'  I  ban't  going  to  touch  my  hat  again  to 
nobody  living.     One  man's  so  good  as  another." 

"  So  he  be,  Nick,"  said  his  faither.  "  An'  a  darned 
sight  better,  too,  for  that  matter.  The  world  will 
lam  'e  that,  if  nothing  else.  I'm  sorry  ever  I  sent  'e 
to  school,  if  they've  taught  'e  such  tomfoolery  there. 
But  life  will  unlarn  'e,  I  hope.  To  touch  your  hat  to 
your  betters  ban't  no.  sign  of  weakness  in  you,  but 
a  sign  of  sense.  Lord  Luscombe  hisself  takes  off 
his  hat  to  the  King,  an'  the  King  takes  off  his'n  to 
God  A'mighty.  'Tis  the  laws  o'  Nature,"  said  farmer, 
"  an'  if  you  break  the  laws  o'  Nature,  you'll  damn 
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soon  get  broke  yourself,  as  everybody  finds  out  after 
they'm  turned  fifty,  if  not  sooner." 

But  Yelland  died,  as  I  tell  'e,  an'  the  young  man 
corned  to  his  own.  With  all  his  airs  an'  graces,  he 
knowed  when  he  was  well  off,  an'  of  course  followed 
his  faither's  footsteps  an'  stuck  to  the  land,  despite 
his  mother's  hopes,  as  planned  an'  prayed  with  her 
last  breath  for  him  to  be  a  lawyer.  Though  why  a 
lawyer  should  be  a  greater  man  than  a  farmer,  you'd 
have  to  ax  a  lawyer  to  tell  'e.  An'  I  won't  say  that 
Nicholas  was  a  bad  farmer.  He'd  got  sense,  though 
no  broad-mindedness.  The  difference  between  him 
an'  his  faither  was  showed  by  a  path-field  as  ran 
through  Cator  Court  lands  and  was  very  much  used 
by  folks  coming  up  from  Widecombe  to  Postbridge 
and  the  farms  round  about,  because  it  saved  foot- 
passengers  a  good  mile  of  walking,  an'  it  had  been 
there  time  out  of  mind.  But  there  weren't  no  right 
of  way  with  it  all  the  same,  an'  farmer  he  always 
used  to  shut  it  up  one  day  a  year  to  make  good  his 
claim  in  the  eye  of  the  law.  He  wouldn't  have 
turned  back  the  leastest  little  one  he'd  found  on  the 
field-path,  for  'twas  his  pride  an'  pleasure  always  to 
make  life  easier  for  man,  woman  an'  child  when  the 
chances  offered.  An'  the  boys  had  the  filbert  nuts 
an'  the  girls  had  the  mushrooms ;  an'  he  never 
minded,  bless  you  ;  he  liked  'em  to  be  there. 

Well,  this  here  carmudgeon  of  a  young  Yelland 
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— first  thing  he  done,  out  of  pure  sourness  of  dis- 
position, was  to  shut  up  the  field-path  an'  stick  up  a 
lot  o'  scowling  nonsense  'bout  "  trespassers  would  be 
prosecuted."  So  much  for  his  radical  ideas  an'  every- 
body being  equal !  But  it's  always  that  sort  who 
talk  loudest  about  the  rights  of  men,  be  the  sharpest 
about  the  rights  of  property.  Belted  Earls  will  throw 
open  their  beautiful  parks,  but  you  won't  catch 
common  men  doing  it.  An'  the  boys  knocked 
young  Yelland's  boards  down  with  stones,  an' 
broke  his  hedges ;  an'  the  Widecombe  people,  as 
didn't  care  a  snap  of  the  finger  for  the  man,  took 
their  even  way  as  usual.  He  spent  half  his  time 
storming  up  an'  down  the  great  meadow  in  the  farm- 
bottom,  where  Webburn  river  goes  clattering  to  meet 
Dart ;  but  he  only  turned  back  women  an'  children, 
for  he  was  a  little  chap — thin  an'  not  overstrong — 
so  men  just  told  him  to  get  out  of  their  road,  else 
they'd  knock  him  upsy-edgeways  into  the  hedge. 

But  of  course  such  a  state  of  things  couldn't  last. 
There  corned  a  terrible  day  when  he  turned  back 
Mr.  Matthew's  wife— Matthew  being  the  miller  to 
Widecombe  an'  a  churchwarden,  an'  a  man  of  high 
renown  in  general.  Then  us  had  a  proper  tantara, 
an'  Matthew  he  took  the  opinion  of  Lawyer  Pearce, 
an'  Pearce  he  had  a  tell  with  young  Yelland,  an' 
Parson  Courtenay  of  Postbridge,  he  also  done  what 
he  could  ;  which  was  nought.     They  might  so  well 
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have  talked  to  a  fuzz-bush  as  Nicholas.  He  stuck 
out  his  chin — he  was  a  underhung  toad,  like  a  bull- 
dog— and  he  said  that  rights  was  rights  an'  land  was 
land  ;  an'  he  turned  on  parson,  like  an  adder,  an'  said: 
"  If  you'll  open  a  footpath  through  your  vegetable 
garden  an'  let  all  Postbridge  walk  up  an'  down  it 
when  your  gooseberries  be  ripe,  then  I'll  do  the  same 
with  my  meadow,  an'  not  sooner." 

But  parson,  whose  heart  was  in  gooseberries,  said 
the  cases  weren't  similar ;  an'  Nicholas  held  out  they 
were. 

Matters  was  let  sink  for  a  bit  after  that,  but  the 
upshot  made  a  story,  an'  people  laugh  yet  when  you 
tell  'em  about  it. 

You  must  know  that  young  Yelland  was  court- 
ing just  then,  an'  he'd  got  his  hands  so  full  with 
Mary  Jane  Arscott,  the  stone-breaker's  darter,  that 
for  lack  of  leisure — nought  else — he  didn't  watch  his 
path-field  so  sharp  as  usual.  The  storm  died  down 
a  bit,  an'  by  the  time  that  the  matter  of  Mary  Jane 
had  come  to  a  head,  things  were  fallen  back  into  the 
old  way.  All  the  rude  notice  boards  was  knocked 
down — most  of  'em  had  floated  along  the  river ;  an' 
the  people  went  too  an'  fro  on  Yelland's  path,  just 
as  if  his  faither  was  still  alive.  He'd  only  made  a  lot 
of  enemies  by  his  foolish  conduct,  an'  that  thought 
made  him  so  grim  as  a  ghost,  an'  poor  company  for 
every  living  soul. 
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Well,  this  Mary  Jane  was  a  very  fine  woman — 
rather  on  the  big  side  for  a  girl  of  twenty-two ;  but 
the  small  men  always  look  for  a  large,  helpful  pattern 
of  maiden,  an'  Nicholas  was  as  much  in  love  with 
her  as  he  could  be  with  any  mortal  she,  despite  her 
humble  circumstances.  Her  liked  him  too,  up  to  a 
certain  point ;  but  'twas  the  sort  of  fondness  a  maiden 
naturally  gets  for  any  young  man  who  be  very  well- 
to-do,  an'  have  a  fine  house  an'  land  an'  a  prosperous 
business.  Tis  hard  to  make  up  your  mind  about 
such  a  man,  specially  if  he'm  a  trifle  undersized  an' 
underhung,  an'  not  generally  well  liked  by  the  neigh- 
bours. But,  for  all  that,  Mary  Jane  Arscott  kept  his 
beautiful  farm  in  her  eye  an'  seed  her  way  pretty 
clear,  if  it  hadn't  been  for  a  young  youth  by  the 
name  of  Benjamin  Pearn.  But  for  him  no  doubt 
she'd  have  said  "  yes "  long  ago  —  perhaps  afore 
Nicholas  had  had  time  to  get  out  his  proposal  of 
marriage,  for  she  corned  of  very  pauper  stock,  an'  had 
never  known  comfort  in  her  life.  But  this  here  Ben 
Pearn  chanced  to  have  just  what  t'other  man  lacked 
— a  comely  countenance  an'  a  fine,  manly  frame  to 
him.  A  blue-eyed,  sandy-headed  man — hard  as  nails 
an'  fairly  prosperous  for  a  chap  only  turned  four  or 
five-an'-twenty.  He  was  a  shepherd  in  springtime ; 
an'  looked  after  the  common  lands ;  an'  he  was 
verger  of  the  church  ;  an'  he  kept  bees  ;  an'  he'd 
lend  a  hand  at  thatching  or  painting  of  sign-boards, 
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or  harvesting,  or  any  mortal  thing.  But  his  father 
had  been  a  famous  poacher,  though  of  course  I  ban't 
bringing  that  up  against  the  man.  Yet,  with  all  his 
cleverness,  he  was  a  fool  when  he  failed  in  love,  as  a 
many  afore  him.  'Twas  love  for  Mary  Jane  found 
out  the  soft  spot  in  him,  an'  showed  that  he  was  a 
thought  weak  in  his  head,  for  all  his  business,  an' 
could  do  an  underhand  deed,  like  anybody  else  in 
the  same  fix.  For  when  we'm  struck  on  a  maid,  if 
us  can't  see  how  to  fight  fair  in  it,  us  all  fights  foul 
without  a  blush.  Which  shows  love  ban't  a  Bible 
vartue,  but  just  a  savage  strain  in  the  blood,  if  you 
come  to  think  of  it.  Besides,  you  can't  forget  his 
father  was  a  poacher. 

Between  these  two  men,  Ben  an'  Nicholas,  it  rested, 
an'  Mary  Jane  took  her  time  to  make  up  her  mind. 
She  was  in  love  with  Benjamin's  self  an'  Yelland's 
farm.  That's  how  it  stood.  She  didn't  want  to  miss 
the  farm,  an'  she  didn't  want  to  miss  Benjamin  ;  but 
her  couldn't  have  both  ;  an'  her  found  it  a  bit  difficult 
to  make  up  her  mind,  though  Lord  He  knows  her 
faither  an'  mother  done  their  best  to  make  it  up  for 
her.  They  had  an  eye  on  the  gert  chimney-corners 
to  Cator  Court,  no  doubt. 

Then  things  happened  that  helped  Mary  Jane  to 
decide. 

The  rights  of  it  got  out  long  after,  but  what  took 
place  was  this,  for  I  heard  it  direct  from  Nicholas. 
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Whatever  else  he  was,  he  was  a  truth-teller.  One 
fine  evening  in  late  summer,  when  Yelland  was 
walking  down  his  field-path  in  a  devil  of  a  gale, 
because  he  found  that  folks  had  been  breaking  his 
hedge  again  for  the  hazel-nuts  an'  running  all  about 
the  meadow  after  mushrooms,  there  corned  by  Ben 
Pearn,  an'  he  marked  the  trouble  an'  spoke. 

"  Tis  a  shame  to  see  what  you  get  for  your  good- 
ness in  letting  folks  go  up  an'  down  your  field-path, 
Mr.  Yelland,"  he  says. 

But  Nick  looked  at  him  sideways,  for  he  knowed 
Ben  was  his  rival,  an'  didn't  feel  like  trusting  him  a 
yard. 

"They  wouldn't  be  here  if  I  could  help  it.  But 
seemingly  I  can't,"  he  answered  back. 

Ben  nodded. 

"The  law  won't  help  'e?  'Tis  a  crying  shame; 
but  if  I  was  you,  I'd  help  myself  an'  hang  the 
law." 

"  I've  tried  often  enough,  surely.  I've  done  every 
mortal  thing  that  I  can  think  of.  I  wish  to  God  us 
was  allowed  to  use  man-traps,  like  landowners  did  in 
the  old  time.  But  the  law's  got  so  weak  as  water 
nowadays.  A  man  mayn't  even  shoot  a  burglar, 
they  tell  me.  'Twill  be  a  penal  offence  next  to  ax 
a  housebreaker  to  leave  the  family  Bible  behind 
him." 

"Well,   there's    man-traps    an'    man-traps.      The 
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meadow  be  yours  to  do  what  you  please  with  it,  ban't 
it  ? "  says  Ben,  very  artful  like. 

"  It  did  ought  to  be." 

"  You  can  graze  sheep  in  it  ? " 

"  Yes." 

"  Or  cattle  ?  " 

"  Of  course.     What's  that  to  do  with  the  matter?  " 

"  You  might  even  let  your  great  red  Devon  bull, 
as  takes  so  many  prizes  an'  have  got  such  a  douce 
an'  all  of  a  temper,  run  loose  there,  if  you  was  minded 
to— eh  ? " 

"By  Gor!"  said  Nick  Yelland.  "If  that  ban't 
an  idea ! " 

"  I  judge  you  wouldn't  have  no  more  trouble  then, 
Nicholas.  Better'n  notice-boards.  He'd  work  quicker, 
too.  One  sight  of  him  would  be  enough  for  most 
people." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  the  farmer.  "  Thank  you  very 
much.  You'm  a  quick-witted  chap,  for  sartain,  an' 
I'm  greatly  obliged  to  you.  I'll  turn  him  in  this 
very  evening,  an'  be  damned  to  everybody." 

An'  so  he  did,  an'  next  day  that  gert  bull  was 
wallowing  in  a  pool  o'  mud  in  the  middle  of  the 
meadow  an'  wondering  at  his  luck. 

An'  when  young  Ben  left  Yelland  he  went  straight 
down  to  see  Mary  Jane  Arscott.  A  crooked  game 
he  played,  sure  enough  ! 

They  had  a  bit  of  love-making  by  the  river,  for 
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she  lived  in  a  cot  down  that  way ;  an'  then  Ben 
arranged  to  meet  her  next  day  an'  go  out  upon 
Believer  Tor  an'  pick  whortleberries.  But  he  never 
said  no  word  touching  his  talk  with  Nicholas 
Yelland. 

Well,  the  girl  started  pretty  early  from  her  mother's 
cottage  down  the  valley  and  came  up  as  a  matter 
of  course  over  the  path-field  past  Cator  Court ;  an' 
for  that  matter,  Yelland  had  long  since  given  her 
special  permission  to  do  so.  Her  was  halfway  across 
the  great  meadow,  with  nothing  in  her  thoughts 
but  mushrooms  an'  whortleberries  an'  Benjamin 
Pearn,  when  there  corned  a  sound  very  high-pitched 
an'  ugly.  It  got  louder  an'  deeper  till  she  heard 
a  proper  bellow,  an'  there,  right  ahead,  she  seed 
Nick  Yelland's  great  red  Devon  bull,  a-pawing  an' 
a-prancing  as  if  he  was  trying  to  dance  the  sailor's 
hornpipe.  If  he'd  been  a  thought  farther  off,  no 
harm  could  have  come,  for  the  pathway  ran  nigh 
the  hedge  ;  but  as  it  was,  Mary  Jane  had  a  narrow 
squeak,  for  she'd  roamed  a  bit  to  pick  mushrooms, 
an'  when  the  old  bull  went  for  her,  she'd  got  fifty 
yards  to  get  to  the  hedge,  an'  he'd  got  a  bit  more 
than  a  hundred  to  catch  her.  He  was  in  a  good 
temper,  I  believe,  an'  never  really  tried  to  hurt  her ; 
but  what's  a  joke  to  a  bull  may  be  mighty  serious 
earnest  for  a  twelve-stone  female. 

She  dropped  her  basket  an'  ran  for  her  life.     She 
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weren't  built  for  running,  but  nature  will  do  a  great 
deal,  even  for  the  roundest  of  us,  in  a  pinch  like 
this,  an'  for  once  her  got  over  the  ground  in  very 
fine  fashion.  She'd  reached  within  ten  yards  of  the 
hedge,  when  she  heard  a  shout,  an'  a  man  came 
tearing  along ;  but  he  was  too  late.  Mary  Jane 
went  head  first  into  the  hazel  hedge,  screaming 
to  the  Everlasting  to  spare  her  ;  an'  the  bull's  horn 
just  gave  her  the  ghost  of  a  touch — enough  to  swear 
by  after — as  she  went  through,  all  ends  up.  She 
weren't  really  hurt,  an'  only  took  a  chair  a  thought 
gingerly  for  a  day  or  two ;  but  by  God  !  her  temper 
didn't  heal  so  easy,  I  promise  you  —  not  by  no 
means  ;  an'  presently,  when  the  man  as  had  shouted 
an'  runned  to  help  her  took  the  poor  maiden  home, 
she  let  him  know  what  she  thought  about  the  world 
in  general  an'  Nicholas  Yelland  in  particular,  so  soon 
as  she  had  got  wind  enough  to  tell  with. 

Of  course  the  man  was  Benjamin  Pearn.  An'  he 
knowed  really  that  the  path-field  ran  nigh  the  hedge, 
an'  he'd  been  dead  sure  as  Mary  Jane  would  not  get 
into  no  real  danger.  Besides,  he  had  planned  to  be 
there  in  plenty  of  time,  an'  it  wasn't  till  he  actually 
seed  Mary  Jane  flying  an'  the  bull  a-bellowing  after 
her  with  his  tail  up  an'  his  head  down,  that  he 
knowed  what  he'd  done.  Then  he  rushed  out  from 
the  hedge,  where  he  was  hid,  an'  thanked  his  stars 
in  secret,  for  everything  had  happened  just  ezacally 
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as  he  wanted  it  to  —  though  I  don't  suppose  he 
ever  wished  for  the  maiden  to  have  such  a  narrow 
shave. 

"  To  think  ! "  gasped  Mary  Jane.  "  To  think  as 
I  might  be  a  lifeless  jelly  this  moment  but  for  my 
own  legs !  As  'tis,  that  gert  beast's  horn  have 
horched  me  somewheres,  an'  I  may  die  of  it  yet. 
An'  if  you'm  a  man,  Benjamin  Pearn,  you'll  go  an' 
get  your  gun  an'  shutt  him." 

"God's  goodness!  you  don't  mean  Mr.  Yelland?" 
said  Ben. 

"  No,  I  don't ;  you  can  leave  him  to  me,"  the 
maiden  answered ;  "  I  won't  have  no  living  soul  come 
between  me  an'  Nicholas  Yelland  now.  He'll  be 
sorry  as  he  was  born  afore  his  dinner-time,  if  I've 
got  a  tongue  in  my  head ;  an'  he  shall  have  all  Post- 
bridge  hooting  at  him  in  the  open  street — an'  Wide- 
combe  too — come  to-morrow.  But  'tis  your  part  to 
shutt  thicky  beastly  bull  wi'  a  gun  ;  an'  if  you  love 
me,  you'll  do  it.  He  shan't  take  no  more  prizes,  if 
I  can  stop  him." 

"  As  to  shooting  the  bull,  they'd  put  me  in  prison 
for  it, — not  that  I'd  mind  that  if  you'd  have  me  when 
I  corned  out,"  said  Ben,  very  eager  like.  "  But,"  he 
added  as  an  after-thought,  "  the  dashed  luck  of  it  is, 
I  haven't  got  a  gun." 

Her  black  eyes  flashed  an'  her  gipsy-dark  face 
growed  darker  still.     She  still  panted  an'  puffed  a 
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bit.  But  Ben  confessed  arter  that  she  never  looked 
so  lovely  afore  or  since  as  she  did  when  he  pulled 
her  out  of  the  brambles  in  the  hedge  an'  comforted 
her. 

"You'd  best  to  borrow  a  gun  then,"  she  told  him. 
"  Anyway,  I  won't  marry  you  while  that  bull's  alive ; 
an'  if  you  was  a  man,  you'd  never  sleep  again  till 
you'd  put  a  bullet  through  it." 

Same  afternoon  she  went  up  with  her  mother  to 
Cator  Court  an'  gave  Nicholas  Yelland  the  whole 
law  an'  the  prophets,  by  all  accounts.  I  seem  his 
ears  must  have  tingled  to  hear  her ;  but  he  was  a 
pretty  cool  hand  ;  an'  when  she'd  talked  herself  out 
of  breath  an'  failed  back  on  torrents  an'  oceans 
of  tears ;  an'  when  her  mother  had  also  said  what 
she  corned  to  say,  which  was  mere  tinkling  brass 
after  Mary  Jane,  Nick  popped  in  a  word  or  two 
edgeways. 

"  If  you'll  be  so  very  kind  as  to  hold  your  noise 
a  minute, — the  pair  of  you, — I'll  tell  you  how  the  bull 
got  in  the  field,"  he  said.  "  'Twasn't  my  idea  at  all. 
Ben  Pearn  put  me  up  to  it.  So  you've  got  to  thank 
him,  not  me.  I  didn't  know  as  you  was  coming  that 
way  to-day,  God's  my  Judge,  or  I'd  have  been  at  the 
stile  to  meet  you  an'  see  you  over  the  meadow  safe ; 
but  Pearn  knowed  you  was  coming,  an'  any  fool  can 
see  that  he  wanted  to  kill  you." 

"  He  axed  me  to  come,"  said  Mary  Jane. 
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"  Did  he  ?  Then  'tis  him  you've  got  to  thank,  not 
me.  Tis  only  by  the  mercy  of  Heaven  he  ban't  a 
murderer." 

"You'd  better  look  after  him,  then,"  said  Mary 
Jane,  thoughtful  like,  "for  I've  told  un  to  kill  your 
bull." 

"  Let  un,"  answered  Nicholas,  very  cunning.    "  I've 
a  good  mind  to  shoot  the  old  devil  myself  for  daring  * 
to  run  after  you." 

Then  Mrs.  Arscott  struck  the  iron  while  it  was 
hot,  an'  afore  she  left  that  farm  parlour,  Mary  Jane 
had  named  the  day ! 

'Twas  rather  a  funny  case  of  a  chap  overreaching 
himself  in  a  love  affair.  You  see,  Ben  Pearn  was  so 
blessed  soft-headed,  that  he  couldn't  look  on  to  the 
end  of  the  game  like  any  cleverer  man  might.  He 
said  to  his  silly  self,  "  I'll  make  her  hate  the  chap,  so 
she'd  like  to  scratch  his  eyes  out " ;  but  he  never 
seed  that  the  end  must  be  differ'nt ;  he  never  remem- 
bered that  Nicholas  Yelland  had  a  tongue  irr  his 
head  same  as  other  people. 

So  Ben  was  sent  off  with  a  flea  in  his  ear,  an'  the 
world  laughed  at  him,  an'  he  changed  his  opinion 
about  marriage  an'  growed  to  be  a  hard  an'  fast 
bachelor,  an'  a  very  great  lover  of  saving  money. 
But  as  for  Mary  Jane,  she  did  her  husband  a  power 
of  good  an'  enlarged  his  mind  every  way.  An'  when 
they  got  a  family,  young  Yelland's    nature  corned 
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very  well  through  the  usual  ups  an'  downs  of  life. 
He  fancied  hisself  less,  an'  thought  of  his  little  people 
an'  his  good  lady  first,  an'  growed  a  bit  more  like  his 
faither  before  him.  Not,  of  course,  that  he  was  the 
man  his  faither  was.  But  what  chap  ever  be,  for 
that  matter?     I  never  see  none. 


T 


CROSS   WAYS 


HERE  is  a  desolation  that  no  natural  scene  has 
power  to  invoke.  The  labour  of  Nature's 
thousand  forces  upon  earth's  face  may  awaken  awe 
before  their  enduring  record,  but  can  conjure  no 
sense  of  sorrow  ;  for  high  mountains,  huge  waste 
places  and  rivers  calling  shall  make  us  feel  small 
enough,  not  sad  ;  but  cast  into  the  vast  theatre  some 
stone  that  marks  a  man's  grave,  some  ruined  aborigi- 
nal hut  or  roofless  cottage,  some  hypaethral  meeting- 
place  or  arena  of  deserted  human  activity,  and 
emotions  rise  to  accentuate  the  scene.  Henceforth 
the  desert  is  peopled  with  ghosts  of  men  and  women  ; 
and  their  hopes  and  ambitions,  their  triumphs  and 
griefs  glimmer  out  of  dream  pictures  and  tune  the 
beholder  to  a  sentiment  of  mournfulness. 

Such  a  scene  on  a  scale  unusually  spacious  may 
be  found  in  the  central  waste  of  Dartmoor,  nigh 
Postbridge.  Here,  where  marshes  stretch,  all  ribbed 
with  black  peat  cuttings,  between  the  arms  of  Dart, 
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where  Higher  White  Tor  rises  northward  and  the 
jagged  summits  of  lesser  peaks  slope  southerly  to 
Crockern,  there  lies  a  strange  congeries  of  modern 
buildings  rotting  into  dust  and  rust  at  the  song  of  a 
stream.  Even  the  lonely  groves  that  shield  these 
ruins  are  similarly  passing  to  decay ;  but  many  trees 
still  flourish  there,  and  under  the  shadows  of  them, 
or  upon  the  banks  of  the  Cherry-brook  that  winds  in 
the  midst  and  babbles  its  way  to  the  mother-river, 
stand  scattered  remains  of  a  considerable  factory. 
Now  only  a  snipe  drums  or  a  plover  mews  plaintively, 
where  some  short  years  ago  was  great  hum  and  stir 
of  business  and  a  colony  of  men  engaged  upon  most 
dangerous  toil.  Rows  of  whitewashed  buildings  still 
peep  from  the  dark  grove  or  stud  those  undulating 
hillocks  that  tend  moorward  beyond  it.  Tall  grey 
chimneys  rise  here  and  there,  and  between  certain 
shattered  buildings,  linking  the  same  together,  great 
water-wheels  appear.  These  from  their  deep  abodes 
thrust  forth  shattered  spokes  and  crooked  limbs  and 
claws.  They  slumber  half  in  gloom,  like  fossil 
monsters  partially  revealed.  From  their  dilapidated 
jaws  there  glitters  the  slime  of  unclean  creatures ; 
moss  hides  the  masses  of  their  putrefied  bones ;  huge 
liverworts  clothe  their  decay,  and  hart's-tongue  ferns 
loll  from  their  cracks  and  clefts,  and  thrive  in  the 
eternal  twilight  beneath  them.  Once  twin  pairs  of 
grinders  turned  here,  and  the  last  aspect  of  these  is 
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even  more  uncouth  than  that  of  the  water-wheels 
that  drove  them.  Their  roofs  are  blown  away  and 
the  rollers  beneath  are  cased  in  rust  and  moss. 
Willows  and  grasses  and  the  flowers  of  the  waste 
flourish  above  their  ruins ;  broom,  dock,  rush,  choke 
the  old  water-courses  ;  crowfoot  mantles  the  stagnant 
pools  that  remain :  and  all  is  chaos,  wreck  and 
collapse.  For  here  spreads  the  scene  of  a  human 
failure,  the  grave  of  an  unsuccessful  enterprise.  Its 
secret  may  still  be  read  in  dank  strips  of  old  procla- 
mations hanging  upon  notice-boards  within  the 
ruins,  and  telling  that  men  made  gunpowder  here  ; 
but  those  precautions  necessary  to  establish  the 
factory  upon  a  site  remote  from  any  populous 
district,  indirectly  achieved  its  ruin,  for  profits  were 
swallowed  by  the  cost  of  carriage  from  a  situation  so 
inaccessible. 

At  gloaming  of  an  autumn  day  one  living  thing 
only  moved  amid  the  old  powder-mills,  and  he  felt 
no  emotion  in  presence  of  that  scene,  for  it  was  the 
playground  of  his  life ;  his  eyes  had  opened  within  a 
few  score  yards  of  it.  Young  David  Daccombe  knew 
every  hole  and  corner  of  the  various  workshops,  and 
had  his  own  different  goblin  names  for  the  quaint 
tools  still  lumbering  many  a  rotting  floor,  and  the 
massive  machinery,  left  as  not  worth  cost  of  removal. 
Mystery  lurked  in  countless  dark  recesses,  and  Davey 
had    made   secret   discoveries   too  and  was   lord   of 
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tremendous,  treasured  wonders  hidden  within  the 
labyrinths  of  these  crumbling  mills. 

But  at  this  moment  all  things  were  forgotten  before 
a  supreme  and  new  experience.  The  boy  had  just 
caught  his  first  trout,  and  a  little  fingerling  fish  now 
flapped  and  gasped  out  its  life  under  his  admiring 
eyes.  Davey  was  a  plain  child,  with  a  narrow  brow 
and  hard  mouth.  Now  he  smelt  the  trout,  patted  it, 
chuckled  over  his  capture,  then  casting  down  an  osier 
rod,  with  its  hook  and  a  disgorged  worm  halfway  up 
the  gut,  he  prepared  to  rush  home  and  display  his 
triumph  to  his  mother.  As  he  climbed  up  from  the 
stream  and  reached  a  little  bridge  that  crossed  it,  his 
small  face  puckered  into  a  fear,  for  he  heard  himself 
called  harshly,  knew  the  voice  and  felt  little  love  for 
the  speaker. 

Out  of  the  deepening  gloom  under  the  fir  trees  a 
young  man  appeared  with  a  gun  under  his  arm. 

"  Be  that  you,  Davey,  an'  did  I  see  a  rod  ?  If  so, 
I'll  break  it  in  pieces,  I  warn  'e.  Fishin'  season  ended 
last  Saturday,  an'  here's  the  keeper's  awn  brother 
poachin'.     A  nice  thing  !  " 

"  Oh,  Dick  !  I've  catched  one  !  First  ever  I  really 
catched.  Won't  mother  be  brave  an'  glad  to  eat  'un  ? 
Ban't  very  big,  but  a  real  trout.  I  be  just  takin'  it 
home-along." 

"You'll  do  no  such  thing,  you  little  rascal.  Give 
it  to  me  this  instant  moment,  or  else  I'll  make  you." 
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Richard  Daccombe  approached  and  towered  over 
his  brother.  It  was  easy  to  see  that  they  were  near 
of  kin. 

"  Please,  Dick — just  this  wance — 'tis  awnly  a  li'l 
tiny  feesh — first  ever  I  took,  too.  An'  I  swear  I'll 
not  feesh  no  more  —  honour  bright.  Please  —  for 
mother  never  won't  believe  I  ackshually  catched  one 
if  her  doan't  see  it." 

"  Give  it  to  me,  or  I'll  take  it,  I  tell  you,  you  dirty 
little  thief." 

Davey's  lip  went  down.  "  Tis  a  damn,  cruel 
shame.  You'm  always  against  me.  I  wish  you 
was  dead,  I  do.  I  never  knawed  no  chap  in  all  my 
days  what  have  got  such  a  beast  of  a  brother  as  I 
have." 

"  Give  up  that  feesh,  else  I'll  throw  you  in  the  river, 
you  lazy  li'l  good-for-nought." 

"  You'm  a  gert  bully,"  began  the  boy ;  then  he  fell 
upon  a  happy  thought,  and  braced  himself  to  sacri- 
fice his  most  treasured  secret.  To  let  it  go  into  his 
brother's  keeping  was  bad,  but  anything  seemed 
better  than  that  his  first  trout  should  be  lost  to 
him. 

"  Look  'e  here,  Richard,"  he  said,  "  will  'e  let  me 
keep  this  feesh  if  I  tell  'e  something  terrible  coorious 
'bout  these  auld  mills  ? " 

The  keeper  laughed  sourly.  "A  lot  more  you'm 
likely  to  knaw  'bout  'em  than  I  do ! " 
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"  Ess  fay,  I  do.  'Tis  a  wonnerful  secret  as  I  found 
out  all  to  myself,  an'  never  yet  told  to  a  single  soul. 
It  comes  in  my  games — my  Robinson  Crusoe  game ; 
but  I  never  play  that  wi'  any  other  chap — not  even 
they  boys  from  Postbridge.  I  be  the  only  living  soul 
as  knaws ;  an'  I'll  tell  you  if  you'll  let  me  keep  my 
feesh." 

"  What's  this  'mazin'  secret,  then  ?  " 

"You'll  swear?" 

"  Ess,  if  the  thing  be  any  good." 

"  Good  !  I  should  just  reckon  'twas  good.  Come 
an'  see  for  yourself — I  was  awful  'feared  at  first. 
Now  I  doan't  care  nothin',  an'  many  a  time  I've 
took  a  gert  handful  an'  lighted  it,  an'  seen  it  go  off 
'pouf'!" 

He  led  the  way  to  a  low  building  with  a  dull  red 
roof.  It  was  windowless,  but  had  a  door  that  swung 
at  the  will  of  the  wind.  This  erection  was  lined  in- 
side with  matchboarding,  and  it  contained  a  board 
of  regulations  that  prohibited  all  metal  within  the 
shed.     Even  a  nail  in  a  boot  was  unlawful. 

"  'Tis  Case  House  No.  4 — used  once  for  storing 
powder,"  said  Richard  Daccombe ;  "  that's  a  pile  of 
sulphur  in  the  corner." 

"  Ess,  but  theer's  morn'n  you  can  see,  Dick.  Look 
here.  Another  floor  lies  under  this,  though  nobody 
minded  that,  I  reckon,  else  they'd  have  took  what's 
theer." 
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Davey  moved  two  boards,  and  beneath  them — dry 
and  sound  as  when  there  deposited — he  revealed 
some  tons  of  black  blasting  powder.  His  brother 
started,  swore  in  sudden  concern,  hastened  from  the 
building,  and,  taking  his  pipe  out  of  his  mouth,  care- 
fully extinguished  it.  Then  he  returned  and  accosted 
Davey. 

"  Why  didn't  you  tell  me  about  this  before,  you 
little  fool?" 

"  Why  for  should  I  ?  'Twas  my  gert  secret.  But 
you'll  not  let  it  out,  will  you,  Dick?  If  chaps  corned 
to  hear,  they'd  steal  every  atom." 

This  Richard  knew  very  well. 

"  I'll  be  dumb,  and  mind  that  you  are,"  he  said. 
"And  no  more  playing  games  with  gunpowder. 
You  might  have  blowed  the  whole  countryside  to 
glory.  Keep  away  in  future.  If  I  catch  you  within 
a  hundred  yards  of  this  place,  I'll  lather  you." 

"  Finding  be  keeping,"  answered  Davey,  indig- 
nantly. 

"  Perhaps  'tis  ;  an'  might  be  right.  You've  heard 
me.     That  powder's  mine  henceforth." 

Davey  knew  his  brother  pretty  well,  but  such  in- 
justice made  him  gasp.  His  small  brains  worked 
quickly,  and  remembering  that  Richard's  business  on 
the  rabbit  warren  took  him  far  from  the  powder-mills, 
the  boy  held  his  peace. 

This  silence,  however,  angered  the  bully  more  than 
o 
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words.  They  moved  homeward  together,  and  the 
elder  spoke  again. 

"  Now  you  can  just  fork  out  that  trout,  and  be 
quick  about  it." 

"  You  promised  on  your  honour ! "  cried  Davey. 

"  Promises  doan't  hold  wi'  poachers." 

They  were  walking  from  the  valley  to  their  home  ; 
and  the  younger,  seeing  the  farm-house  door  not  two 
hundred  yards  distant,  made  a  sudden  bolt  in  hope 
to  reach  his  mother  and  safety  before  Dick  could 
overtake  him.  But  he  was  soon  caught  and  violently 
flung  to  the  ground. 

"  Would  you,  you  whelp  ? " 

A  blow  upon  the  side  of  the  head  dazed  the  child, 
and  before  he  could  recover  or  resist,  his  brother  had 
thrust  a  rough  hand  into  Davey's  pocket,  dragged 
therefrom  the  little  trout,  and  stamped  it  to  pulp 
under  his  heel. 

"  There — now  you  go  home-along  in  front  of  me, 
you  young  dog.     I'll  teach  you  ! " 

The  boy  stood  up,  muddy,  dishevelled,  shaking 
with  rage.  His  eyes  shone  redly  in  the  setting  sun- 
light ;  he  clenched  his  little  fists,  and  his  frame 
shook. 

"Wait !"  he  said  slowly,  with  passion  strong  enough 
for  the  moment  to  arrest  his  tears.  "  Wait  till  I  be 
grawed  up.  Then  'twill  be  my  turn,  an'  I'll  do  'e  all  the 
ill  ever  I  can.     You'm  a  cowardly,  cruel  devil  to  me 


CROSS    WAYS  195 

always,  an'  I  swear  I'll  pay  you  back  first  instant  I  be 
strong  enough  to  do  it ! " 

"  Get  in  the  house  'an  shut  your  rabbit-mouth,  or 
I'll  give  'e  something  to  swear  for,"  answered  the 
keeper. 

Then  his  great  loss  settled  heavily  upon  Davey's 
soul,  and  he  wept  and  went  home  to  his  mother. 


II 

Richard  Daccombe  visited  the  little  bridge  over 
Cherry-brook  yet  again  after  his  supper;  and  in  a 
different  mood,  beside  a  different  companion,  he  sat 
upon  the  granite  parapet.  Darkness,  fretted  with 
white  moonlight,  was  under  the  fir  trees;  the  Moor 
stretched  dimly  to  the  hills  in  one  wan'  featureless 
waste  ;  an  owl  cried  from  the  wood,  and  one  shattered 
chimney  towered  ghostly  grey  over  the  desolation. 
Quaint  black  ruins,  like  humped-backed  giants, 
dotted  the  immediate  distance,  and  the  river  twinkled 
and  murmured  under  the  moon,  while  Dick's  pipe 
glowed,  and  a  girl's  voice  sounded  at  his  elbow. 

"  Sweetheart,"  she  said,  "  why  be  you  so  hard  with 
Davey  ? " 

"Leave  that,  Jane,"  he  answered.  "Tis  mother 
has  been  at  you — as  if  I  didn't  know.  Little  twoad's 
all  the  better  for  licking." 

"  He's  so  small,  and  you'm  so  big.     He  do  hate 
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you  cruel,  an'  your  mother's  sore  driven  between 
you." 

"  Mother's  soft.  The  child  would  grow  up  a  dolt 
if  'twasn't  for  me." 

"  Yet  you  had  no  brother  to  wallop  you,  Dick." 

"  Faither  was  there,  wasn't  he  ?  I  call  to  mind 
his  heavy  hand,  and  always  shall.  But  if  you  mean 
I  be  a  dolt,  say  it." 

"  Us  all  knaw  you'm  cleverest  man  this  side  of 
Plymouth." 

"  Drop  it,  then,  an'  tell  of  something  different." 

Jane  Stanberry  did  as  she  was  bid  :  her  arms  went 
round  Dick's  neck,  and  her  lips  were  pressed  against 
his  face.  To  the  girl  he  represented  her  greatest 
experience.  Orphaned  as  a  tender  child,  she  had 
come  to  Cross  Ways  farm,  in  the  lonely  valley  of 
the  powder-mills,  and  there  dwelt  henceforth  with 
her  mother's  kinswoman,  Mary  Daccombe. 

The  establishment  was  small,  and  a  larger  com- 
pany had  not  found  means  to  subsist  upon  the 
hungry  new-takes  and  scanty  pasture-lands  of  Cross 
Ways.  Jonathan  Daccombe  and  his  wife,  with  two 
hinds,  here  pursued  the  hard  business  of  living. 
Richard  was  in  private  service  as  keeper  of  White 
Tor  rabbit  warren,  distant  a  few  miles  from  his 
home ;  and  he  divided  his  time  between  the  farm 
and  a  little  hut  of  a  single  chamber,  perched  in  the 
lonely  scene  of  his  labour.     Of  other  children   the 
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Daccombes  had  none  living  save  Davey,  though  two 
daughters  and  another  son  had  entered  into  life  at 
Cross  Ways,  pined  through  brief  years  there,  and  so 
departed.  The  churchyard,  as  Jonathan  Daccombe 
frankly  declared,  had  been  a  good  friend  to  him. 

Jane  was  a  deep-breasted,  rough-haired  girl  of 
eighteen.  She  possessed  pale  blue  eyes,  a  general 
large-featured  comeliness,  and  a  nature  that  took 
life  without  complaining ;  and  she  held  herself  much 
blessed  in  the  affection  of  her  cousin  Richard.  Talk 
of  marriage  for  them  was  in  the  air,  but  it  depended 
upon  an  increase  of  wages  for  Dick,  and  his  master 
seemed  little  disposed  to  generosity. 

The  bridge  by  night  was  a  favourite  meeting 
and  parting  place  for  the  lovers,  because  young 
Daccombe's  work  in  late  autumn  took  him  much  upon 
the  Moor  after  dark.  The  time  of  trapping  was 
come,  and  his  copper  wires  glimmered  by  the  hundred 
along  those  faintly  marked  rabbit  runs,  familiar  to 
experienced  eyes  alone.  These  he  tended  from  dusk 
till  dawn,  and  slept  between  the  intervals  of  his 
labour  within  the  little  hut  already  mentioned. 

A  topic  more  entertaining  than  the  child  Davey 
now  arose ;  and  Jane,  whose  spirit  was  romantic, 
with  a  sort  of  romance  not  bred  of  her  wild  home, 
speculated  upon  an  approaching  event  that  promised 
some  escape  from  the  daily  monotony  of  life  at  Cross 
Ways. 
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"  To-morrow  he'll  actually  come,"  she  said.  "  I've 
put  the  finishing  touches  to  his  room  to-day.  What 
will  he  be  like,  Dick  ?  " 

"  I  mind  the  chap  a  few  years  back-along  playing 
football  to  Tavistock.  A  well-set-up  youth,  'bout 
my  size,  or  maybe  bigger  in  the  bone.  An'  he  could 
play  football,  no  doubt.  In  fact,  a  great  hand  at 
sporting  of  all  sorts  ;  but  work — not  likely !  Why 
for  should  he?  He'll  have  oceans  of  money  when 
his  faither  dies." 

"  Your  mother  reckons  'tis  all  moonshine  'bout  his 
coming  to  Cross  Ways  to  learn  farming.  She  says 
that  he'm  sent  here  to  keep  him  out  of  mischief — 
for  same  reason  as  powder-mills  was  set  here.  He'll 
ride  about,  an'  hunt,  an'  shoot,  for  sartain.  But  he 
won't  never  take  sensible  to  work — so  your  mother 
reckons." 

"  Maybe  he  won't ;  but  faither  be  going  to  get  two 
pound  a  week  by  him  ;  so  what  he  does  ban't  no 
great  odds,  so  long  as  he  bides." 

"  Would  you  call  him  a  gen'leman  ?  " 

"  Gentle  is  as  gentle  does.     Us  shall  see." 

"  Wi'  book-larnin',  no  doubt  ? " 

"  Little  enough,  I  fancy.  Nought  but  a  fool  goes 
farmin'  in  these  days." 

"Yet  'tis  our  hope,  I'm  sure,"  objected  Jane. 
"  Please  God,  Dick,  us  will  be  able  to  take  a  little 
farm  down  in  the  country  some  day — won't  us?" 
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"In  the  country — yes;  but  not  'pon  this  wilder- 
ness." 

There  was  silence  between  them  again,  while  the 
owl  hooted  and  the  river  scattered  silver  in  the  rushes 
and  babbled  against  the  granite  bridge. 

"  Wonder  what  colour  the  chap's  eyes  be,  Dick  ?  " 

"  They'll  be  black  if  I  hear  much  more  about  him," 
he  answered  shortly.  "  For  I'll  darken  both  first  day 
he  comes  here — just  to  show  how  we  stand." 

"  You're  jealous  afore  you've  seed  him  !  " 

"  An'  you're  a  blamed  sight  too  hungry  to  see  him. 
Best  drop  him.   He  won't  be  nought  to  you,  I  s'pose?" 

"  How  can  you  be  so  sharp,  Dick  ?  Ban't  it 
natural  a  gal  what  leads  such  a  wisht  life  as  me 
should  think  twice  of  a  new  face — an'  a  gen'leman 
too  ? " 

"  Anthony  Maybridge  have  got  one  enemy  afore 
he  shows  his  nose  here  ;  and  you're  to  thank  for  it." 

Jane  laughed.  "Then  I  know  what  to  expect 
when  we'm  married,  I  s'pose.  But  no  call  for  you  to 
be  afeared !  If  he  was  so  butivul  as  Angel  Gabriel 
he'd  be  nought  to  me.  Kiss  me  same  as  I  kissed  you 
just  now." 

But  Dick  was  troubled.  His  clay  pipe  also  drew 
ill,  and  he  dashed  it  into  the  water.  "  Damn  kissing !  " 
he  said  ;  "  I'm  sick  of  it.  Get  home,  an'  let  me  go  to 
work." 

"The  young  man  will   like  you   better  than  me, 
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when  all's  said,  dear  heart ;  for  you'll  give  him  best 
sport  of  anybody  in  these  parts." 

He  grunted,  and  left  her  without  more  words ; 
while  she,  familiar  with  his  sulky  moods,  showed  no 
particular  regret.  To  the  hills  he  strode  away,  and 
the  misty  marshes  swallowed  up  sight  of  him,  while 
he  threaded  his  road  through  the  bogs,  climbed  great 
stony  slopes  under  the  hilltop,  and  reached  his  warren. 
But  bad  fortune  stuck  close  to  Richard  that  night, 
for  of  two  fine  rabbits  snared  since  sundown,  nothing 
remained  but  the  heads. 

Foxes,  however,  are  sacred  upon  Dartmoor,  even 
in  the  warrens ;  though,  if  evil  language  could  have 
hurt  them,  it  must  have  gone  ill  with  a  vixen  and  five 
brave  cubs,  whose  home  was  hard  by  in  the  granite 
bosom  of  White  Tor. 

Ill 

Anthony  Maybridge  arrived  at  Cross  Ways,  and 
amongst  the  various  items  of  his  luggage  he  was 
only  concerned  for  his  guncase.  Mrs.  Daccombe 
greeted  the  youth  with  old-time  courtesy,  and  her 
husband  soon  perceived  that  the  newcomer  would  be 
a  pupil  in  little  more  than  name.  Anthony,  indeed, 
made  an  energetic  start,  and  for  the  space  of  a  full 
week  resolutely  dogged  the  farmer's  footsteps ;  but 
his  enterprise  sprang  from  a  whim  rather  than  a  fixed 
enthusiasm.     On   the    spur   of    the    moment,   before 
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various  alternatives,  he  had  decided  upon  farming; 
but  the  impulse  toward  that  life  waned,  and  in  a 
month  the  lad  found  Richard  Daccombe's  society 
much  more  congenial  than  that  of  his  taciturn  parent. 
Good  store  of  snipe  and  plover  were  now  upon  the 
Moor,  and  they  drew  young  Maybridge  more  surely 
than  the  business  of  manuring  hay  lands  or  getting 
in  the  mangel-wurzel  crop.  With  Dick,  indeed,  he 
struck  into  close  fellowship,  founded  on  the  basis  of 
the  gun  ;  and  with  Jane  Stanberry  he  also  became 
more  friendly  than  anybody  but  herself  was  aware 
Socially,  Maybridge  stood  separated  from  his  host  by 
the  accident  of  success  alone.  Daccombe  and 
Anthony's  father  were  old  acquaintance,  and  the 
latter,  a  prosperous  nurseryman  at  Tavistock,  some- 
times fell  in  with  his  friend  when  the  hounds  met  at 
the  powder-mills. 

The  boy  found  Jane  sympathetic,  and  being  pos- 
sessed of  a  warm  heart  but  little  sense,  he  soon 
revealed  to  her  the  true  cause  of  his  present  life  and 
temporary  banishment  from  home. 

"  If  you  can  believe  it,"  he  said,  when  she  met  him 
returning  from  a  day  with  the  snipe  in  the  bogs, — <l  if 
you  can  believe  it,  I  shall  be  surprised.  I  always 
thought  a  man  ought  to  look  up  to  women  as  the 
soul  of  truth  and  all  that.  I  was  engaged — secretly ; 
and  there  was  another  chap  I  hardly  knew  by  sight 
even  ;  and  that  girl  was  playing  with  me — like  you 
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play  with  a  hooked  fish  ;  the  only  difference  being 
she  didn't  want  to  land  me.  In  fact,  I  was  the  bait, 
if  you  understand  such  a  blackguard  thing,  and  she 
fished  with  me  and  caught  the  other  chap.  I  could 
mention  names,  but  what's  the  use?" 

"How  horrid!"  said  Jane.  "I'm  sure  I'd  very 
much  rather  not  know  who  'twas." 

"  Well,  anyway  the  other  chap  took  the  bait.  And 
the  moment  she  got  him  she  threw  me  over.  After 
we  were  engaged,  mind  you  !  And  the  rum  thing  is, 
looking  at  it  from  a  mere  worldly  point  of  view,  that 
I  shall  be  worth  tons  more  money  than  that  chap 
ever  will  be." 

"  She  didn't  really  care  about  you,  then  ? " 

"  I  suppose  not,  though  I  would  have  taken  my 
dying  oath  she  did.  And  after  the  frightful  blow  of 
being  chucked,  I  tried  to  hide  the  effect,  but  couldn't, 
owing  to  going  right  off  my  feed — especially  break- 
fasts. My  mother  spotted  that,  and  taxed  me  with 
being  ill — a  thing  I  never  have  been  in  my  life.  So  I 
had  to  confess  to  her  what  a  frightful  trial  I'd  been 
through,  and  she  told  the  governor." 

"  I'm  sure  they  must  have  been  very  sad  about  it, 
for  your  sake." 

"  Not  half  as  much  as  you  would  have  thought ; 
though  many  chaps  have  been  utterly  smashed  up 
body  and  soul  and  gone  into  a  consumption  of  the 
lungs  for  less.     But  it  came  as  a  bit  of  a  shock  to  my 
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people,  because,  you  see,  I'd  never  mentioned  it,  and 
— well,  the  girl  was  in  a  tobacconist's  shop,  and  my 
governor  hates  tobacco  ;  which  made  it  worse,  though 
very  unfair  it  should.  Anyway  it  shows  what  girls 
are." 

"  And  shows  what  fathers  are,  seemingly." 

"  Yes ;  though  how  my  governor,  whose  grand- 
father himself  went  out  working  in  other  people's 
gardens,  could  object  to  a  girl  who  had  pluck  enough 
to  earn  her  own  living,  I  don't  know.  I  had  a  furi- 
ous row  about  it,  until  he  pointed  out  that,  as  she  had 
chucked  me,  it  was  not  much  good  quarrelling  with 
him  about  her.  Which  was  true.  Nobody  but  you 
has  really  understood  what  a  knock-down  thing  it 
was.  I'm  an  atheist  now — simply  owing  to  that 
woman  ;  I  don't  believe  in  a  single  thing.  I  said  all 
girls  were  the  same  till  I  met  you.  Still,  I  feel  as 
bitter  as  a  lemon  when  I  think  much  about  it.  But 
you're  different,  I  can  see  that." 

"  You'll  feel  happier  come  presently." 

"  I  am  happier  already — in  a  way,  because  I  find 
all  women  are  not  like  that.  You  and  Mrs.  Dac- 
combe  have  done  me  a  lot  of  good,  especially  you." 

"  Sure  I  be  gay  and  proud  to  think  so,"  said  Jane. 

"  To  promise  and  then  change  !  Why,  it's  con- 
trary to  human  nature,  I  should  think,"  declared  the 
ingenuous  Anthony.  But  Jane  Stanberry  did  not 
reply ;    she  had  reached  a  point  in  her  own  experi- 
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ence  of  life  that  indicated  the  possibility  of  such  a 
circumstance. 

Young  Maybridge  was  pleasant  to  see,  and,  as 
cynical  chance  would  have  it,  his  gifts,  both  physical 
and  mental,  were  of  a  sort  to  shine  conspicuous  from 
the  only  contrast  at  hand.  Dick  Daccombe  had  a 
face  of  true  Celtic  cast,  that  might  have  been  hand- 
some, but  was  spoiled  by  an  expression  generally 
surly  and  always  mean.  His  character  became  more 
distrustful  and  aggressive  as  he  grew  older,  and  the 
suspicious  nature  of  him  looked  specially  ill  before 
Anthony's  frankness  and  simplicity.  The  latter  was 
fair,  with  open,  Saxon  type  of  countenance.  His 
good  temper  overcame  all  Richard's  jealousy  from 
the  first,  but  the  keeper  envied  Anthony's  extra 
inch  and  a  half  of  height  and  greater  weight  of 
shoulder,  though  he  himself  was  the  closer  knit  of 
the  two. 

For  a  period  of  weeks  all  went  well  between  the 
young  men,  and  their  increasing  intimacy  argued  ill 
for  Anthony's  progress  toward  practical  knowledge 
in  agriculture.  This  Jonathan  Daccombe  under- 
stood, but  held  it  no  concern  of  his.  It  happened 
that  the  farmer  came  home  one  day  just  in  time  to 
see  his  son  and  his  pupil  departing  from  Cross  Ways 
together.  An  expression  of  contempt  touched  with 
slight  amusement  lighted  his  grey  face,  and  he  turned 
to  Jane  Stanberry,  who  stood  at  the  door. 
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"  Like  the  seed  'pon  stony  ground,"  he  said. 
"  Corned  up  wi'  a  fine  blade  an'  full  o'  nature,  then 
withered  away,  'cause  there  wasn't  no  good  holding 
stuff  behind.  A  farmer !  However,  there's  no  call 
he  should  be.  He'm  here  to  learn  to  forget,  not  to 
farm." 

"  He  is  forgetting  so  fast  as  he  can,"  declared  the 
girl.  "  He's  got  nought  to  say  nowadays  'bout  the 
wickedness  of  women  and  such-like ;  an'  he  went  to 
church  wi'  mother  an'  me  'essterday  to  Postbridge, 
an'  singed  the  psalms  an'  hymns  wi'  a  fine  appetite, 
I'm  sure.  His  voice  be  so  deep  as  a  cow  when  he 
uplifts  it." 

"  I  reckon  he'm  getting  over  his  trouble  too  quick 
for  my  liking,"  answered  Mr.  Daccombe.  "  My  bird 
will  be  off  some  fine  mornin'  when  shooting  be  over, 
and  theer's  nought  more  for  him  to  kill." 

Meantime,  while  Jane  spoke  with  admiration  of 
Anthony's  good  qualities,  and  Mrs.  Daccombe  heard 
her  indignantly,  young  Maybridge  himself  was 
similarly  angering  another  member  of  the  Daccombe 
family.  Now  he  stood  with  Dick  upon  the  lofty 
crown  of  Higher  White  Tor,  and  watched  a  flock  of 
golden  plover  newly  come  to  their  winter  quarters 
from  some  northern  home.  They  flew  and  cried  at  a 
great  height  above  the  marshes,  wheeled  and  warped 
in  the  clear  blue  of  a  December  sky ;  and  when 
simultaneously  they  turned,  there  was  a  flash  as  of  a 
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hundred  little  stars,  where  the  sunlight  touched  the 
plumage  of  their  breasts  and  undervvings.  But  they 
were  bound  for  a  region  beyond  the  range  of  the  sports- 
men who  watched  them  ;  soon,  indeed,  the  birds 
dwindled  into  dots,  that  made  a  great  >  upon  the 
sky ;  and  as  they  flew,  they  constantly  renewed  that 
figure. 

"  Pity,"  said  Anthony.  "  Off  to  the  middle  of  the 
Moor.  Haven't  got  a  shot  at  a  golden  plover  yet. 
Miss  Jane's  favourite  bird,  too,  so  she  says." 

"  No  call  for  you  to  trouble  about  that.  If  she  eats 
all  I've  shot  for  her,  she'll  do  very  well." 

"You're  a  lucky  devil,  Dick." 

"  That's  as  may  be." 

"  Always  the  way  with  chaps  like  you,  who  never 
had  anything  to  do  but  ask  and  get  '  yes '  for  an 
answer.  You  don't  know  when  you're  well  off  in 
these  parts." 

Richard  laughed  without  much  merriment. 

"  There's  so  good  fish  in  the  sea  as  ever  come  out 
of  it,"  he  said.    "  I'd  not  break  my  heart  for  any  girl." 

"A  chap  in  love  to  say  such  a  cold-blooded  thing!" 

"  We're  not  all  froth  and  splutter,  like  you." 

"  Nor  yet  ice,  like  you,  I  should  hope.  You're 
engaged  to  the  prettiest  girl  I've  ever  seen  in  my  life, 
and  the  best ;  and  you  take  it  as  if  it  was  your  right 
instead  of  your  frightfully  good  luck.  It's  only  be- 
cause you  don't   know  the  world  that  you    are  so 


CROSS   WAYS  207 

infernally  complacent   about  her,   Richard.     If   you 
knew  all  that  I  do " 

The  other  sneered  in  a  tone  of  levity.  "  A  wonner- 
ful  lady's  man  you — by  all  accounts !  But  don't 
think  I'm  afeared  of  you.  Might  have  been  jealous 
afore  you  corned — not  since." 

Anthony  grew  red  as  the  dead  asphodel  foliage 
under  his  feet  in  the  bogs. 

"That's  as  much  as  to  say  I'm  a  fool." 

"  Why  so  ?  It's  as  much  as  to  say  you're  honest — 
that's  all." 

"That  wasn't  what  you  meant  when  you  spoke. 
You  were  laughing  because  you  know  you  are  sharper 
than  I  am.  You  may  be,  but  you're  not  sharp  enough 
to  know  your  luck.  You've  told  me  pretty  plainly 
what  I  am  ;  now  I'll  tell  you  what  you  are — a  good 
shot  and  a  good  sportsman  all  round,  but  no  other 
good  that  I  can  see.  You  think  a  jolly  sight  too 
much  of  yourself  to  make  a  good  husband,  anyway. 
If  Jane  realised " 

"  Mind  your  awn  business ! "  thundered  out  the 
other,  "  and  keep  her  name  off  your  tongue  hence- 
forward. D'you  think  I  doan't  know  her  a  million 
times  better  than  you  do?  D'you  think  us  wants 
lessons  from  you  after  all  these  years,  you " 

"  I  can  make  you  angry,  then,  though  I  am  a  born 
fool  ? " 

"  Yes,  you  can  ;  an    you  damn  soon  will  if  you'm 
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not  more  careful  of  your  speech.  I  doan't  want  to 
take  law  in  my  own  hands  an'  give  you  a  thrash- 
ing ;  but  that'll  I  do  if  you  touch  this  matter  again. 
Who  are  you,  to  tell  me  my  duty  to  my  maiden  ?  " 

"  As  to  what  you'll  do  or  won't  do,"  answered 
Maybridge,  growing  very  rosy  again,  "  there's  two 
sides  to  that.  I'd  have  asked  you  to  box  weeks  ago, 
only  I'm  taller  and  heavier,  and  I  thought  you  would 
think  it  unsportsmanlike.  But  now — when  you 
please.  As  for  Miss  Jane,  I  shall  speak  to  her,  and 
see  her,  and  go  to  church  with  her  just  as  often  as 
she'll  let  me,  without  asking  leave  from  you  or  any- 
body.    So  now  you  know." 

Anthony  swung  off  over  the  Moor,  and  Richard, 
pursuing  the  way  to  his  hut  on  the  shoulder  of  the 
tor,  let  the  other  depart  unanswered.  This  sudden 
and  unexpected  breach  rather  pleased  the  keeper. 
He  had  always  held  Anthony  to  be  a  fool,  and  the 
fact  seemed  now  proved  beyond  further  dispute.  It 
was  not  until  he  had  lived  through  the  loneliness  of 
a  long  day  and  night  upon  the  warren  that  the  young 
man  viewed  his  situation  differently.  Then  three 
harpies — wrath,  resentment  and  a  natural  jealously — 
sprang  full-fledged  into  being,  and  drove  him  home 
before  them. 

As  for  Maybridge,  smarting  under  a  sense  of  in- 
sult and  a  worse  sense  that  he  deserved  it,  the  young 
man  strove  to  excuse  himself  to  his  conscience.     He 
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assured  himself  many  times  that  Richard  Daccombe 
was  unworthy  of  Jane  Stanberry  in  every  possible 
respect.  And  there  came  a  day  when  he  told  her 
that  he  thought  so. 

IV 

Mary  Daccombe  was  wont  to  reserve  the  problems 
of  the  working  day  until  nightfall ;  and  her  husband 
solved  them  as  best  he  could  during  those  brief 
minutes  that  intervened  between  the  extinction  of 
the  candle  and  his  first  snore.  An  honest  but  unsen- 
timental man,  love  for  his  offspring  had  never  particu- 
larly marked  his  mind.  He  was  contented  that  his 
sons  should  quarrel,  and  that  Dick  should  thrash 
Davey  when  he  felt  so  disposed,  for  it  saved  him  the 
trouble.  He  held  that  each  did  the  other  good,  and 
he  had  neither  pity  nor  particular  regard  to  spare  for 
either. 

This  cheerless  fact  now  appeared,  for  on  a  night 
soon  after  Christmas,  Mrs.  Daccombe  approached  her 
husband  upon  a  matter  of  sentiment,  and  won  colder 
comfort  from  him  than  she  expected.  He  gave  her 
an  obvious  opportunity  to  approach  the  subject, 
otherwise  it  is  doubtful  whether  she  would  have  had 
the  courage  to  do  so.  That  day,  to  the  farmer's 
astonishment  and  gratification,  Anthony  Maybridge 
had  come  back  from  a  brief  Christmas  vacation.  The 
holiday  extended   over  a  fortnight,  and   Daccombe 
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fully  believed  that  he  had  seen  the  last  of  his  pupil ; 
but  Anthony  returned,  declared  a  renewed  interest  in 
matters  agricultural,  and  gave  the  farmer  to  under- 
stand that  he  should  continue  to  reside  at  Cross  Ways 
for  the  present. 

Nov/  Jonathan  laughed  as  he  stretched  himself  on 
his  bed;  he  laughed,  and  wondered  what  had  brought 
young  Maybridge  again  to  the  Moor.  Whereupon 
his  wife  read  him  the  riddle. 

"  Not  you,  nor  yet  the  work,  nor  yet  the  shooting," 
she  said.  "  'Tis  right  as  you  should  know,  however, 
for  trouble's  brewing,  if  I  can  see,  an'  'tis  our  awn 
son  will  smart  for  it." 

"  Us  have  all  got  to  smart  off  an'  on,  though  how 
that  moon-calf  of  a  boy  be  going  to  hurt  Dick  or 
Davey,  I  can't  tell." 

"  Not  Davey,  though  'twas  him  as  found  it  out,  I 
reckon.  Davey  be  venomous  against  his  brother — 
always  was,  worse  luck.  Dick  rubs  it  into  the  bwoy, 
and  his  brother  hurts  him  with  bitter  mouth-speech 
when  he  can.  'Tis  this  way  :  that  young  gen'leman 
be  getting  a  deal  too  fond  of  Jane  Stanberry  by  the 
looks  of  it.  That's  what  he's  corned  back  for,  I 
reckon.  Davey  spat  it  out  essterday  when  Dick 
clouted  his  head.  Her  wasn't  theer,  so  the  boy  up 
an'  said  as  Dick's  temper  would  weary  the  Dowl,  an' 
that  Jane  was  looking  away  from  him  to  a  better. 
Lucky  I  was  by,  else  Dick  would  have  done  the  li'l 
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un  a  mischief.  He  growed  thunder-black,  yet  I 
could  see  by  his  wrath  be  knowed  the  tale  were  more 
than  Davey's  spite." 

"  Them  two  takes  after  your  family,  mother,  an'  no 
mistake.  Yet  I  hope  they  won't  turn  gaol-birds,  or 
else  weak  in  their  intellects." 

The  woman  felt  the  tears  in  her  weary  eyes.  She 
wiped  them  away,  and  turned  in  bed. 

"  They'm  as  God  made 'em,  master;  please  Him 
they'll  be  better  friends  come  Davey  grows  up.  But 
what  must  us  do?" 

"  Do  ?     Nought." 

"  Surely  you've  got  your  son's  good  at  heart  ? 
Think  what  'tis  for  Dick  to  see  that  wicked  girl 
coolin',  coolin',  by  inches.     Gall  for  him,  poor  dear." 

But  the  man  only  laughed  sleepily.  "  Strongest 
wins  in  this  world.  If  Richard  ban't  stout  enough 
to  keep  his  woman  by  his  own  arts,  us  can't  help 
him." 

"You  might  send  this  young  chap  'bout  his  busi- 
ness." 

"  An'  fling  away  two  pound  a  week  ?  No,  fay ! 
Girls  is  easier  picked  up  than  two  pound  a  week. 
Let  Dick  do  what's  in  him.  He  ban't  'feared  of  that 
slack-twisted,  yellow-haired  chap,  be  he?  Let  him 
show  the  maiden  which  is  the  better  man,  an'  not 
come  bleating  to  his  mother,  like  a  hungry  lamb  to  a 
ewe." 
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"  He  never  corned  hisself." 

"  Well,  what's  to  hinder  him  from  using  his  fistes  ? 
Nought  brings  a  man  down  in  a  girl's  eyes  like  a 
good  hiding.  Let  'em  settle  it  same  way  as  the 
tomcats  do." 

"  I  do  b'lieve  your  heart  be  made  o'  moor  stone." 

"  Good  job  if  'twas.  Ban't  no  use  being  built  o' 
putty,  nor  yet  o'  pity,  'pon  Dartymoor.  Now  shut 
your  clack,  an'  let  me  go  to  sleep." 

The  woman  sighed,  and  closed  her  eyes. 

"  I'll  tell  Dick  what  you  say.    Good  night,  master." 


Anthony  Maybridge  had  in  truth  discovered  that 
everything  depends  upon  the  point  of  view.  What 
was  a  deed  past  understanding  in  one  woman, 
appeared  to  him  quite  defensible  for  another.  He 
had  grown  into  a  very  steady  admiration  of  Jane 
Stanberry,  and  he  told  himself  that  her  attachment 
to  the  warrener  was  a  serious  error.  This  he  firmly 
believed,  apart  from  the  other  question  of  his  per- 
sonal regard  for  Jane.  He  discussed  the  matter  with 
a  grand  impartiality,  and  felt  confident  that  her 
future  must  be  ruined  if  shared  with  such  a  surly  and 
cross-grained  churl  as  Richard  Daccombe. 

Presently  he  expressed  the  same  fear  to  Jane 
herself,  and  she  was  much  astonished  to  find  no  great 
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indignation  flame  up  in  her  mind  before  such  a  pro- 
position. She  confessed  the  thought  had  occurred  to 
her,  and  asked  Anthony  how  it  could  have  struck  him 
also.  Whereupon  he  declared  that  his  suspicion  was 
awakened  solely  from  disinterested  regard  for  her 
welfare  and  future  happiness.  In  brief,  a  situation 
stale  enough  developed,  with  that  brisk  growth  to  be 
observed  in  all  similar  complications  when  they  are 
exhibited  by  primitive  natures.  Such  seeds  grow  in 
virgin  and  uncultured  hearts  with  a  rapidity  not 
manifest  where  the  subjects  are  sophisticated  and 
bound  about  with  the  etiquette  of  their  order. 

Jane  Stanberry  observed  the  radical  differences 
between  these  men  ;  she  found  Dick's  cloudy  spirit 
and  gloomy  nature  grow  daily  darker  by  contrast 
with  the  generous  and  sanguine  temperament  of 
Anthony.  Indeed,  Richard  did  grow  more  morose, 
as  was  to  be  expected,  while  he  watched  such  a  play 
develop  and  apparently  stood  powerless  as  any  other 
spectator  to  change  the  plot  of  it. 

But  at  last  his  sense  of  wrong  pricked  passion,  and 
he  stirred  himself.  Most  firmly  he  believed  all  fault 
lay  with  Maybridge  alone,  and  he  attributed  to  that 
youth  a  guile  and  subtlety  quite  beyond  his  real 
powers  of  mind.  Dick  accused  his  rival  of  having 
seduced  the  love  of  Jane  against  her  inner  will — a 
thing  obviously  not  possible;  and  upon  that  judge- 
ment he  prepared  to  act. 
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For  her  part,  the  girl  let  conscience  sting  until  the 
stab  grew  dull  and  failed  to  disturb  her  comfort. 
Each  exhibition  of  ferocity  from  Richard  lessened 
her  uneasiness,  and  justified  her  in  her  own  eyes. 
She  plotted  to  meet  the  other  man  in  secret ;  yet 
still  she  played  a  double  part,  and  outwardly  pre- 
tended that  Dick  was  all  in  all  to  her. 

So  stood  things  when  Mary  Daccombe  spoke  to 
her  son  ;  and  his  father's  advice  seemed  good  to  the 
man,  and  chimed  very  harmoniously  with  personal 
desire,  for  he  had  reached  a  point  where  he  itched  to 
bruise  and  batter  his  adversary.  Chance  helped  him 
in  his  ambition,  and  a  discovery  fired  him  to  instant 
force  of  arms. 

Returning  home  from  the  Moor  upon  a  night  when 
it  was  supposed  that  he  meant  to  stop  in  his  hut  on 
the  warren,  Richard  came  through  the  ruins,  and  was 
astonished  to  see  a  light  glimmering  from  the  silent 
desolation.  It  had  grown  late  on  a  cold,  moonlit 
night  in  late  January,  and  nothing  could  have  been 
more  unexpected  than  the  presence  of  any  human 
being  in  the  old  powder-mills  at  such  a  time. 
Supposing  that  he  had  surprised  his  brother  Davey, 
Dick  crept  silently  to  the  spot,  and  presently  dis- 
covered that  the  brightness  gleamed  in  two  bars  set 
at  a  right  angle,  and  flashed  from  behind  the  door  of 
a  ruin.  The  place  was  windowless,  but  the  ill-fitting 
entrance  revealed  a  flame  within.    Richard  recognised 
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the  building  as  Case  House  No.  4,  and  at  once 
associated  the  intruder  with  his  brother.  Even  as  he 
did  so,  his  heart  beat  faster  at  the  thought  of  danger 
— not  to  Davey,  but  himself.  Creeping  closer,  how- 
ever, voices  reached  him,  and  he  discovered  that 
Anthony  Maybridge  and  Jane  Stanberry  were  there 
together. 

Tingling  with  passion,  he  had  some  ado  to  keep 
from  kicking  in  the  door  and  bursting  upon  them  ; 
but  he  desisted,  and  with  an  effort  crept  away  to 
reflect.  Almost  immediately  upon  his  departure  he 
heard  them  following,  so  he  turned  and  met  them  not 
far  from  the  little  bridge. 

"  A  fine  night  for  a  walk  wi'  another  man's  girl," 
he  said,  suddenly  appearing  out  of  darkness  and 
standing  in  the  way  of  the  guilty  pair.  "You 
thought  I  was  out  of  hearing,  no  doubt,  as  you've 
thought  often  enough  of  late,  I'll  swear,  when  I  was 
closer  than  you  reckoned.  For  two  pins  I'd  blow 
your  fool's  head  off  your  shoulders." 

Jane  shrank  back,  and  Maybridge  stammered  and 
stuttered. 

"  That's  not  the  way  to  talk,"  he  said. 

"  Talk  !  God's  truth,  I  ban't  here  to  talk— I  leave 
that  for  you.  What  be  you  doing  wi'  my  maid  these 
many  days  ?     Tell  me  that !  " 

"  I  will.  I'm  glad  of  this.  I've  felt  an  awful  brute 
lately ;   but  you'll  make  me  feel  better  in  a  minute. 
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I've  been  telling  Jane  that  she's  making  a  big  mistake 
to  marry  you.  It's  my  honest  opinion,  and  I  ought 
to  have  told  you." 

"Honest!  Wonder  the  word  doan't  choke  you, 
you  gert,  hulking,  lazy  clown  !  Behind  a  man's  back 
to  do  it !     Thief  that  you  be." 

"  Not  at  all.     I've  never  hidden  from  Jane " 

"  Shut  your  mouth,  you  hookem-snivey  fox,  or  I'll 
hammer  your  white  teeth  down  your  throat !  Stand 
up  to  mc,  now  this  instant  moment,  an'  us'll  see  who's 
the  best  man.  'Tis  time  this  here  woman  knowed, 
an'  I'll  show  her  the  straw  you'm  made  of,  for  all  your 
size." 

He  flung  down  his  gun  and  his  coat,  then  turned 
up  his  sleeves  and  waited. 

"  We  can't  fight  before  a  girl — impossible,"  said 
Anthony. 

"  Doan't  she  want  us  to  ?  Ban't  she  hungry  to  see 
us  do  it?  Ban't  she  a  female,  like  the  rest  of  'em? 
Come  on,  or  I'll  beat  you  like  a  dog." 

"  What's  the  good  of  making  an  exhibition  of  your- 
self, Richard?  I  was  'runner-up'  in  the  amateur 
heavy-weights  two  years  running.  I  can  smother 
you,  but  I  don't  want  to." 

"  Doan't  blow  so  loud  afore  you  see  what  'tis  to 
fight  a  chap  in  the  right,"  cried  Richard,  with 
passion. 

So  we  shift  our  standpoint  at  the  beck  of  chance, 
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and  call  virtue  to  our  aid  when  accidentally  enrolled 
under  her  banner.  He  stood  where  he  had  lied  to  his 
little  brother  and  trampled  Davey's  fish  into  the 
ground  and  laughed  at  the  child's  rage. 

"You'd  better  go,"  said  Maybridge  to  Jane.  "  I'm 
awfully  sorry  about  this,  but " 

He  was  cut  short,  for  the  other  rushed  in  and 
struck  him  a  heavy  blow  on  the  side  of  the  face. 
Anthony  shook  his  head  and  snorted. 

"  If  you  will  have  it,  you  shall,"  he  said;  "but  I'm 
sorry,  because  you're  right  and  I'm  in  the  wrong — 
more  or  less." 

Jane  fled  at  the  first  blow,  and  the  battle  began. 
Maybridge  quickly  proved  the  looseness  of  his  great 
limbs  was  combined  with  other  gifts  proper  to  a 
boxer.  He  smarted  doubly  ;  from  the  other's  insults 
and  from  the  sense  that  they  were  deserved.  He  had 
ill-used  Richard,  and  his  dislike  for  him,  once 
loosened,  was  proportionately  bitter. 

Stung  thus,  the  young  man  let  his  strength  and 
skill  have  vent.  He  took  and  gave  some  punishment, 
but  he  was  a  disciplined  fighter,  and  very  easily  kept 
out  the  heavy  rushes  of  the  keeper.  Then,  at  the 
first  opportunity  which  Richard  offered,  Maybridge 
knocked  him  squarely  off  his  legs  with  a  tremendous 
blow  over  the  heart.  He  rose  slowly,  but  the  edge  of 
his  strength  was  gone.  His  anger  nearly  blinded  him 
before  this  reverse,  while  Anthony,  on  the  other  hand, 
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had  fought  himself  into  a  good  humour.  Presently 
at  close  quarters  he  hit  rather  low,  and  Dick  cursed 
him. 

"  Fight  fair,  you  devil !  "  he  gasped. 

"  Fair  enough,"  puffed  the  other.  "  Well  up  on 
your  small  ribs — you'll  see  the  mark  in  the  morning." 

By  mutual  consent  they  rested  presently  ;  then  the 
battle  was  renewed,  and,  knowing  himself  beaten  at 
every  point  of  the  game,  Richard  Daccombe  let  his 
temper  loose  and  fell  to  fighting  like  a  dog  rather 
than  a  man.  Now  it  was  the  other's  turn  to  cry  cau- 
tion ;  but  the  keeper  had  no  ears — he  only  lusted  to 
do  injury.  Once  Maybridge  might  have  knocked  him 
out  of  time,  but  he  desisted  ;  then,  angered  by  a 
brutal  kick  on  the  calf  of  the  leg,  he  got  inside  Dick's 
arms,  clenched,  gripped  the  smaller  man  like  a  bear, 
and  with  a  cross  buttock  hurled  him  heavily  backward. 
They  had  fought  to  the  river's  bank,  and  now,  luckily 
for  the  looser's  neck,  he  fell  into  the  water.  He 
struggled  to  his  feet,  and  stood  a  moment  where 
moonlight  played  upon  the  foaming  stream.  Then 
he  crawled  to  the  bank,  and  had  scarcely  strength  to 
climb  it.  There  he  lay  panting  for  some  time. 
Anthony  brought  him  his  coat,  and  offered  to  give 
him  an  arm  home ;  but  Dick  declined,  and  getting 
on  to  his  feet  with  difficulty,  walked  along  beside  his 
conqueror. 

"This  is  the  beginning,"  he  said — "not  the  end. 
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If  you  don't  leave  Cross  Ways  before  the  week's  out, 
you  never  will — not  alive." 

"  Don't  talk  rot  like  that.  I  thought  you  were  a 
good  sportman  anyway,  but  I  see  you're  not;  and 
that's  the  worst  you  can  say  against  any  man.  I  was 
going — God's  my  judge  that  I'm  telling  you  the 
truth — I  was  going  away  to-morrow — for  a  time,  at 
any  rate.  She  wished  it.  But  now — now  you  threaten 
me  as  if  you  were  a  murderer,  I  shan't  move,  not  an 
inch.  And  if  there's  any  blackguardly  attempt  on 
your  part  to  do  me  an  injury,  I'll  break  your  neck, 
Daccombe ;  so  now  you're  warned.  Anyway,  you 
have  shown  that  I  was  right,  for  any  girl  would  be  a 
madwoman  to  marry  such  a  lunatic." 

"  Talk  on,  now,  if  you've  got  the  wind  to  do  it," 
answered  Richard,  "  but  the  last  word  will  be  mine." 


VI 

A  black  malignity  dominated  the  beaten  man  after 
his  reverse ;  and,  inasmuch  as  Jane  Stanberry,  now 
at  the  cross  ways  of  her  life,  fell  from  honour  and 
played  a  base  part  out  of  fear,  her  lover  continued 
to  believe  that  his  enemy  alone  was  responsible  for 
Jane's  weakness.  He  blamed  the  girl,  but  his  love 
did  not  diminish,  and  he  still  supposed  that  Anthony 
Maybridge  once  removed,  she  would  return  to  him 
with   eyes   that   again    saw    clearly.     He    attributed 
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his  conqueror's  conduct  to  a  tremendous  strength 
of  purpose,  whereas  mere  feebleness  and  an  amorous 
nature  were  responsible  for  it.  The  woman  was  at 
least  as  guilty  as  the  man  ;  and  now  an  added  blame 
belonged  to  her,  for  while  Anthony  henceforth  openly 
declared  himself  the  rival  of  Richard,  she  held  the 
balance  a  little  longer  between  them — chiefly  from 
fear  of  Mrs.  Daccombe.  Her  decision  was  made,  yet 
very  carefully  she  concealed  it,  and  Richard  continued 
in  error. 

From  his  mistaken  conclusion,  and  smarting  still 
with  venom  bred  of  the  wounds  Anthony  had  in- 
flicted, the  keeper  proceeded  to  a  criminal  deed. 
Such  active  hatred  as  he  now  felt  stuck  at  nothing, 
and  within  a  fortnight  of  his  reverse  came  the  evil 
inspiration  that  he  waited  for. 

A  veiled  antagonism  reigned  between  the  men 
after  their  battle  ;  then  matters  seemed  to  sink  into 
customary  course.  Richard  absented  himself  from 
home  more  than  usual ;  Anthony  abandoned  shoot- 
ing, and  took  to  hunting  instead. 

Once  more  it  happened  that  the  warrener  saw  a 
light  burning  in  No.  4  Case  House  by  night,  and, 
passing  by,  heard  Maybridge  within,  whistling  to 
pass  the  time  until  Jane's  arrival.  Richard  slunk 
by  awhile,  and  presently,  like  a  ghost,  Jane  flitted 
past  him.  A  flash  of  light  fell  upon  the  waste  as 
she   opened   the   door ;    then   all    grew  dark   again. 
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Still  the  wronged  lover  remained  within  earshot,  and 
accident  killed  his  sudden  gust  of  passion  against 
the  girl,  for  he  heard  a  sob  and  listened  to  a  weak, 
vain  protest  from  her  against  the  double  part  she  was 
constrained  to  play.  She  accused  Anthony  of  draw- 
ing her  to  him  against  all  honour  and  right  feeling ; 
whereupon  the  listener  departed,  not  desirous  to  hear 
more,  and  confirmed  in  his  belief. 

He  visited  the  old  Case  House  in  the  middle  of 
the  next  day,  and  ground  his  teeth  at  sight  of  a 
rough  carving — two  hearts  with  familiar  initials  be- 
neath them.  Then  he  examined  the  concealed 
blasting  powder,  and  surveyed  its  position  with 
respect  to  the  main  walls  of  the  building.  Satisfied 
of  this,  he  proceeded  into  the  air,  took  a  heavy  clasp 
knife,  dug  down  a  foot  beneath  the  grass  and  turf 
and  removed  two  bricks  from  the  foundation  of  the 
Case  House.  Within  them  was  a  thin  layer  of  con- 
crete ;  the  matchboarding  followed  ;  and  then  came 
the  gunpowder.  Calculating  the  exact  spot  of  his 
excavation,  Richard  entered  the  hut  and  pursued  his 
work  from  inside,  after  carefully  moving  the  powder 
beyond  reach  of  any  spark  that  might  be  struck  from 
his  attack  on  the  concrete.  With  light,  numerous 
blows  he  gained  his  end,  and  soon  had  a  clean  hole 
running  from  beneath  the  magazine  to  the  ground 
outside.  This  he  filled  with  gunpowder,  replaced  the 
mass  of  the  explosive  above  it,  returned  the  bricks  to 
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their  original  positions,  and  covered  up  the  space 
outside  with  turf  and  dry  fern. 

A  scrap  of  touchwood  and  a  match  would  do  all 
the  rest. 

Richard  Daccombe  completed  his  preparations  just 
in  time,  for  as  he  moved  away  to  the  Moor,  he  saw 
his  brother  Davey  in  the  valley.  Thereupon  Dick 
hid  behind  a  rock  to  surprise  the  youngster  un- 
pleasantly should  his  goal  be  the  Case  House.  But 
Davey  had  either  seen  his  brother,  or  knew  that  he 
was  not  far  distant.  At  least,  he  showed  himself  too 
wary  to  run  any  risk,  and  pursued  an  innocent 
matter  of  climbing  a  pine  tree  for  a  wood-pigeon's 
nest.  Nor  did  he  come  down  again  until  Richard 
had  gone  upon  his  way  to  the  warren. 

VII 

Events  by  no  means  conspired  to  shake  the 
keeper's  evil  determination.  Lulled  to  fancied  secu- 
rity and  a  belief  that  his  indifference  indicated  a 
change  of  mind  toward  her,  Jane  continued  her  at- 
tention to  Dick  ;  and  he  abstained  from  upbraiding 
her,  for  he  took  this  display  to  be  love,  and  felt  more 
than  ever  assured  that,  Maybridge  once  out  of  the 
way,  the  girl  would  waken  as  from  a  dream  to  the 
reality  of  his  regard  and  worship.  Her  conduct,  in- 
deed, obscured  his  own  affection,  but  he  came  of  a 


CROSS   WAYS  223 

class  that  takes  life  and  its  tender  relations  callously. 
The  only  ardent  and  worthy  emotion  that  had  ever 
made  his  heart  throb  quicker  was  this  girl.  His  love 
was  still  alive,  nor  could  anger  kill  it  while  he  con- 
tinued blind  to  the  truth  that  she  no  longer  cared 
for  him. 

A  fortnight  after  his  visit  to  the  Case  House,  Dick 
descended  by  night  from  his  den  upon  the  high  Moor, 
and  the  dim  flicker  of  a  flame  he  had  long  desired  to 
see  strung  his  nerves  to  steel.  For  fulfilment  of  his 
plan  it  was  necessary  that  he  should  come  pat  on  the 
interval  between  the  arrival  of  Anthony  Maybridge 
at  this  tryst  and  Jane's  subsequent  approach.  Twice 
he  had  been  too  late ;  to-night  he  arrived  in  time,  and 
his  opportunity  waited  for  him.  Maybridge  was 
alone.  The  light  burnt  in  silence.  Then  came  a 
solitary  footfall  on  the  hollow  floor  above  the  gun- 
powder. 

Daccombe  had  calculated  every  action  that  would 
combine  to  complete  and  perfect  the  deed  now  be- 
fore him.  Nor  had  he  disdained  to  consider  the 
result.  No  witness  could  rise  up  against  him  ;  his 
enemy  would  be  blown  out  of  physical  existence, 
and  his  own  subsequent  declaration  that  some  tons 
of  blasting  powder  remained  forgotten  in  the  old 
magazine,  must  serve  to  explain  the  rest.  A  spark 
from  Anthony's  pipe  would  be  a  satisfactory  solu- 
tion. 
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The  man  set  about  his  murder  swiftly  and  stealthily. 
He  had  already  driven  a  heavy  staple  into  the  door 
of  the  Case   House,  and   now,  without  a  sound,  he 
fastened  his  victim  firmly  in,  using  some  lengths  of 
brass  rabbit  wire  for  the  purpose.     Then  he  crept 
down  below  the  level  of  the  building,  scratched  away 
the  turf  and  fern,  and  moved  the  loosened  bricks. 
He  felt  the  powder  dry  under  his  hand,  brought  a 
large  lump  of  rotten  wood  from  his  breast  pocket, 
where  he  had  long  carried   it,  and  struck  a  match. 
Soon  the  touchwood  glowed,  and  he  set  it  down,  leapt 
from  his  work,  and  hastened  away  along  the  path  by 
which    Jane    must    presently    approach.     Thus    he 
designed  to  intercept  her  progress,  and,  upon  some 
pretence  or  excuse,  draw  her  from  the  zone  of  danger. 
As  to  that  last  point,  however,  he  was  doubtful.    The 
amount  of  the  powder  he  could  not  accurately  tell, 
and  the  extent  of  the  explosion  remained  to  be  seen. 
Richard  calculated  that  three  minutes,  if  not  a  longer 
period,  must  elapse  before  fire  would  gnaw  up  the 
dead  wood  and  reach  the  powder ;  and  now,  as  he 
moved   hastily   away,  the   seconds   lengthened    into 
minutes,  and  the  minutes  most  horribly  dragged.     An 
infinite  abyss  of  time  widened  out  between  the  deed 
and  its  effect.     He  lived  his  life  again  ;  and  still  he 
peered    through   the    darkness    with    his    eyes,   and 
strained  upon  the  silence  with  his  ears,  that  he  might 
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not  let  Jane  Stanberry  pass  him  and  go  ignorantly  to 
destruction. 

He  was  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  the  Case  House, 
when  it  seemed  as  though  the  heavens  were  opened 
and  Doomsday  suddenly  loosed  upon  the  world.  An 
awful  and  withering  explosion  swept  the  glen  like  a 
storm.  First  there  leapt  aloft  a  pillar  of  pale  fire, 
that  rose  and  spread  as  the  eruption  of  a  volcano 
spreads.  The  terrific  glare  painted  long  miles  of  the 
Moor,  and,  like  the  hand  of  lightning,  revealed  the 
shaggy  crowns  of  the  tors  on  many  a  distant  hill  ; 
while,  long  before  its  livid  sheaf  of  flame  had  sunk, 
came  such  a  crash  and  bellow  of  sound  as  might 
burst  from  the  upheaval  of  a  world  in  earthquake. 
Upon  this  appalling  detonation  a  wave  of  air  swept 
in  sudden  tempest.  Richard  was  blown  off  his  feet 
and  dashed  to  the  ground  ;  and  as  he  fell,  the  hills 
echoed  back  the  explosion  in  crashing  reverberations 
that  rolled  out  of  the  darkness,  rose  and  fell,  and  rose 
again,  until,  after  a  hundred  repetitions  flung  hither 
and  thither  over  the  peaks  of  the  land,  they  sank 
through  a  growling  diminuendo  into  silence.  And 
the  silence  was  terrific  by  contrast  with  the  awful 
clamour  it  succeeded,  even  as  the  darkness  was  in- 
tense that  followed  upon  such  an  unwonted  and  far- 
flung  glare  of  light. 

Richard    Daccombe   got   upon   his   feet,  and    the 
tinkle   of    broken    glass   was   in   his   ears,  with   the 
Q 
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murmur  of  affrighted  voices ;  for  the  concussion 
had  shattered  nearly  every  pane  at  Cross  Ways,  and 
mightily  alarmed  the  dwellers  there. 

When  he  reached  home  the  young  keeper  found 
his  parents  already  out-of-doors,  with  the  whole 
household  assembled  about  them. 

Mary  Daccombe  praised  God  at  sight  of  her  son 
uninjured. 

"Tis  the  end  of  the  world,  by  the  sound  of  it," 
she  said.     "  Where  be  Davey  to  ? " 

His  father  questioned  Richard,  and  the  man 
declared  his  ignorance  of  all  particulars. 

"  An  explosion  at  the  old  powder-mills,  or  else  a 
bolt  from  heaven,"  he  answered.  "  I  must  have 
passed  by  the  very  place,  I  reckon,  not  five  minutes 
before  the  upstore." 

"A  thunder-planet,  for  sartain,"  declared  an  ancient 
soul,  whose  few  teeth  chattered  between  his  words. 
"  I  can  call  home  when  a  com-com-comet  was  reign- 
ing fifty  years  an'  more  agone,  an'  'twas  just  such 
open  weather  as  us  have  had  o'  late." 

Mr.  Daccombe  felt  anxious  for  his  stock  in  certain 
byres  and  cowhouses  that  lay  to  the  west  of  the 
powder-mills.  But  first  he  held  up  a  lantern  and 
counted  the  company. 

"  Be  us  all  here  ? "  he  asked. 

"  Davey's  out  somewheers,"  answered  his  wife ; 
"  ess,  an'  Jane  Stanberry  be " 
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She  broke  off,  and  looked  at  the  farmer. 

"  Down-long,  I  s'pose,"  he  said  carelessly  ;  then  he 
turned  to  Richard.  "  Us  can't  blink  these  meetings 
between  'em,  Dick.  Best  man  wins  where  a  maid's 
the  prize ;  or  which  she  thinks  be  the  best.  Awnly 
God  send  her  ban't  in  the  powder-mills  to-night." 

"'Tis  most  certain  she  be,"  answered  Mary  Dac- 
combe.  "  Her  didn't  know  as  the  young  man — 
Mr.  Maybridge — was  called  off  sudden  to  Moreton 
to  serve  'pon  a  committee  for  the  Hunt  Dinner  next 
month.  A  chap  rode  out,  and  he  saddled  his  mare 
hisself  and  galloped  off  wi'  him  directly  after  he'd 
ate  his  meat." 

"Jane  didn't  know?"  asked  Richard. 

"No;  she  went  out  counting  to  find  him,  I'm 
afraid." 

"  An'  he'm  at  Moreton  ? " 

The  man  asked  in  a  voice  so  strange  that  none 
failed  to  note  it,  even  in  this  dark  moment  of  fear 
and  turmoil. 

"  Her  went  to  wait  for  him  usual  place,  no  doubt," 
said  Jonathan  Daccombe.  "  Us  had  better  come  an' 
look  around  for  her,  an'  Davey  too — not  to  name  the 
things  in  the  long  byre  by  the  wood." 

A  hideous  cry  suddenly  cut  Jonathan  short,  for  a 
storm  had  swept  the  sinner's  brain  upon  these  words. 
He  saw  what  he  had  done,  and  the  shock  overset  the 
balance  of  his  mind. 


228  KNOCK   AT   A   VENTURE 

"  Come  !  "  he  cried  ;  "  I've  killed  her,  I've  ended  her 
days  in  a  scatter  of  blood  and  flesh !  Nought  to 
show  for  the  butivul  round  body  of  her  now.  But 
her  shall  have  Christian  burial,  if  'tis  awnly  a  hair  of 
her  head  left  to  put  in  the  churchyard  ;  an'  I'll  mourn 
for  her  on  my  knees,  afore  they  string  me  up ! " 

"  God's  goodness  !  what  gabble  be  this  ?  "  asked  his 
father. 

"  And  Maybridge  still  alive,  wi'  no  smell  of  fire 
about  him.     I'll— I'll " 

He  broke  off  and  gazed  round  him  wildly. 

"  Upon  the  Moreton  road  as  he  comes  home-along!" 
he  said.  Then  the  wretch  turned  to  hurry  away.  At 
the  first  step,  however,  he  stopped  and  stood  as  still 
as  a  statue,  for  he  had  heard  what  was  hidden  from  the 
ears  of  the  rest.  Then  they  too  caught  the  sound  of 
footsteps  and  a  murmuring  in  the  night.  Richard 
remained  without  moving,  and  his  eyes  glared  into 
the  dark,  and  his  jaw  had  fallen.  Then,  taking 
shape  and  coming  slowly  into  the  radius  of  lantern 
light,  there  moved  a  woman  and  a  boy. 

Jane  Stanberry  approached,  holding  Davey  by 
the  hand  ;  and  at  sight  of  her  Richard  Daccombe 
screamed  out  his  shattered  senses,  and  fled  as  one 
possessed  of  an  evil  spirit.  In  vain  they  made 
search  for  him  by  night  and  day,  and  it  was  not 
until  more  than  eight-and-forty  hours  had  passed 
that  they  found  him  wandering  in  the  great  central 
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loneliness  insane.  There  they  ministered  to  him, 
and  brought  him  home ;  and  time  so  dealt  with  him 
that  he  sank  into  a  harmless  and  haunted  idiotcy 
— a  horror  for  his  father,  a  knife  in  his  mother's 
heart. 

Now  it  happened  that  Richard's  brother,  upon  the 
keeper's  departure  from  the  Case  House  on  a  day 
already  noted,  had  descended  from  his  pine  tree, 
made  close  investigation  of  the  elder's  deed,  and 
guessed  that  such  preparations  were  directed  against 
one  man.  From  that  day  until  the  time  of  the 
catastrophe,  David  kept  silent  watch  upon  all  occa- 
sions when  Jane  and  Anthony  Maybridge  met  there. 
Hidden  within  a  dry  drain  some  ten  yards  distant,  he 
had  played  sentinel  until  the  night  of  Richard's 
revenge.  Then  he  had  crept  from  his  cover  the 
moment  the  other's  back  was  turned,  reached  the 
smouldering  touchwood,  and  with  amazing  courage 
extinguished  it.  Afterward,  releasing  the  girl  as 
quickly  as  possible,  and  bidding  her  run  for  her  life 
to  the  shelter  of  a  grinding  mill  two  hundred  yards 
distant,  he  had  once  more  set  the  rotten  wood  on  fire 
and  hastened  after  Jane. 

She,  mystified  and  indignant,  was  also  conscious 
that  the  boy  must  be  obeyed,  and  so  fled  as  he 
ordered  her.  Yet  both  would  have  perished  but 
for  their  protection  behind  the  stout  ruin  of  the 
grinding   mill.     And  now,  the  fear  of   death  upon 
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their     faces,     they     hurried     trembling    home,    and 
Nemesis  came  with  them. 


To-day  a  black-bearded  man,  with  brown  eyes  and 
a  mouth  always  open,  shambles  about  the  blasted 
heart  of  the  old  powder-mill.  Me  babbles  to  himself 
with  many  a  frown  and  pregnant  nod  and  look 
askance ;  sometimes  he  watches  the  trout  in  the 
river;  sometimes  he  plucks  feverishly  at  the  blossoms 
of  the  broom  and  spearwort  and  other  yellow  flowers. 
These  he  stamps  underfoot  as  one  stamps  fire.  Davey 
is  his  brother's  keeper,  and  shall  be  seen  always  at 
hand.  At  his  word  Richard  Daccombe  obeys  like  a 
dog — shrinks  with  fear  if  the  boy  is  angry,  fawns  and 
laughs  when  the  boy  is  kind. 
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DO  love  they  stuckit  plants,"  said  Mr.  Joseph 

A    Hannaford. 

He  waved  his  hands  toward  some  lettuces  of  a  fat 
figure  and  plump  proportions. 

"Doan't  want  no  work — that's  why,"  answered 
Matthew  Smallridge.  "  The  straggly  sort  be  better, 
but  they  axes  for  tying  up  an'  trouble." 

"  Ezacally  so.  An'  a  man  as  goes  out  of  his  way 
to  sow  trouble  be  a  fule,  Matthew,"  retorted  Joseph, 
triumphantly. 

The  gardeners  met  every  day,  and  every  day 
differed  on  affairs  of  horticulture  and  life.  Joseph 
was  stout,  with  a  red  face  set  in  a  white  frill  of 
whisker.  He  had  a  rabbit  mouth,  a  bald  brow  and 
a  constitutional  capacity  for  idleness.  He  talked 
much.  He  had  a  fine  theory  that  we  do  not  leave 
enough  to  nature  in  matters  of  the  garden. 

Mr.  Smallridge,  the  squire's  gardener,  enjoyed  a 
different  habit  of  body  and  mind.  He  was  a  man 
who  lived  for  work  and  loved  it ;  he  read  the  journals 
proper  to  his  business ;   he  kept  his  subordinates  to 
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their  labours  from  morn  till  eve  ;  and  idleness  he 
loathed  as  the  worst  sin  to  be  laid  at  the  door  of  any 
agriculturist,  great  or  small.  Mr.  Hannaford  alleged 
that  the  literature  of  his  business  was  desirable  for 
beginners,  but  he  declared  it  to  be  unnecessary  in  his 
case.  If  asked  concerning  his  authorities,  he  would 
tap  his  forehead  and  say,  "  Books  ?  I  don't  want  no 
books.  'Tis  all  here."  No  man  possessed  sure  proofs 
that  he  could  either  read  or  write. 

These  two  were  ancient  men,  yet  not  old  for 
Dartmoor,  where  those  of  hardy  stock,  who  have 
weathered  the  ordeal  of  infancy,  usually  advance  far 
into  the  vale  of  years  before  their  taking  off.  Joseph 
attributed  his  excellent  health  and  spirits  to  a  proper 
sense  of  what  was  due  to  himself  in  the  matter  of 
rest ;  while  Matthew,  on  the  other  hand,  assigned  his 
physical  and  mental  prosperity  to  hard  work  and 
temperance.  Now  the  men  stood  together  in  Joseph's 
little  garden  and  discussed  general  questions. 

"If  us  was  all  your  way  of  thinking,  theer'd  be  no 
progress,  an'  never  a  new  pea  growed  an'  never  a  new 
potato  taken  to  a  show,"  said  Mr.  Smallridge. 

"  I  hate  shows,"  answered  Joseph.  "  'Tis  flying  in 
the  face  of  nature  an'  God  Almighty,  all  this 
struggling  for  size.  If  He'd  a'  meant  to  grow  twenty 
peas  in  a  pod,  an'  all  so  big  as  cherries,  He'd  have 
done  It  wi'  a  turn  o'  the  wrist.  He  didn't  do  it,  an' 
for  us  worms  to  try  an'  go  awver  the  Lord  in  the 
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matter  of  garden-stuff  be  so  bad  as  bad  can  be. 
'Twas  touching  that  very  thing  I  fell  out  with  the 
Reverend  Truman.  '  I  be  gwaine  to  show  grapes, 
Joseph,'  he  said  to  me  last  year ;  an'  I  nodded  an' 
said,  '  Ess,  sir,'  an'  went  my  even  way.  Us  didn't 
show.  Then  'twas  chrysanths.  Weern't  satisfied  wi' 
a  nice,  small,  stuggy  bloom,  as  nature  meant,  but 
must  be  pinching,  an'  potting,  an'  messing  with  soot 
an'  dirt,  an'  watering  twice  a  day — ten  months'  toil  for 
two  months'  pleasure.  Then  what?  A  gert,  ram- 
shackly,  auld  blossom,  like  a  mop  dipped  in  a  pail  o' 
paint.  However,  I  let  his  reverence  do  the  work,  an' 
what  credit  was  about  I  got  myself.  Not  that  I 
wanted  it." 

"As  true  a  Christian  your  master  was  as  ever 
walked  in  a  garden,  however,"  declared  Mr.  Small- 
ridge.     "  I  hope  the  new  parson  will  prove  so  gude." 

"  I  be  gwaine  to  see  him  this  very  day,"  answered 
Joseph.  "Tis  my  hope  he'll  take  me  on  to  the 
vicarage,  for  the  place  wouldn't  be  the  place  without 
me  up  theer.  I  knaw  every  blade  of  grass  an'  goose- 
berry bush  in  it — a  very  butivul  kitchen-garden  'tis 
too." 

"  An'  well  out  of  sight  of  the  sitting-room 
windows,"  said  Matthew  Smallridge,  grimly. 

"  As  a  kitchen-garden  should  be,"  assented  Joseph. 
"  Gude  times  they  was,"  he  continued,  "  an'  I  only 
hopes  the  Reverend   Truman  have  got  such  a  fine 
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garden  an'  such  a'  honest  man  in  it  as  he  had 
here." 

"But  no  li'l  maid  to  go  round  with  him,  poor  soul!" 

"A  bright  child  his  darter  was.  Impatient  also — 
like  youth  ever  is.  Her'd  bring  me  plants  to  coddle, 
an'  expect  me  to  waste  my  precious  time  looking 
after  her  rubbish.  Then  a  thing  would  be  struck  for 
death,  along  of  want  of  water  or  what  not,  an'  her'd 
come  to  me  wi'  her  li'l  face  all  clouded.  '  Can't  e' 
make  it  well  again,  Joseph?'  her'd  say;  an'  I'd  say, 
'  No,  missy  ;  'tis  all  up  wi'  thicky  geranium,'  or  what- 
ever 'twas.  '  'Tis  gwaine  home.'  An'  her'd  stamp 
her  li'l  foot  so  savage  an'  ferocious,  an'  say:  'But  it 
mustn't  go  home  !  I  don't  want  it  to  go  home  !  'Tis 
your  business  not  to  let  it  go  home ! '  Poor  little 
maiden  ! " 

"  An'  now  she've  gone  home  herself." 

"Ess.  She  didn't  mean  to  be  rude  to  an  auld  man. 
But  of  course  I  couldn't  be  bothered  with  such  trash. 
As  to  watering,  I  always  leave  it  to  Nature.  Who  be 
us  that  we  should  knaw  better  what  things  want  than 
her  do  ? " 

"  Nature  caan't  water  green  stuff  onder  glass,  can 
her?" 

"  No  ;  then  why  put  it  onder  glass  ?  All  this  here 
talk  'bout  glass  houses  is  vanity  an'  flying  in  the  face 
of  Providence.  If  'twas  meant  that  grapes  an'  tree- 
ferns  an'  'zalcas  an'  hothouse  stuff  was  to  flourish  in 
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England,  they'd  be  here  doing  of  it  on  every  moun- 
tain-side. Us  takes  too  much  'pon  ourselves.  Same 
with  prayers.  What  be  prayer  most  times  but  trying 
to  get  the  A'mighty  round  to  our  way  of  thinking  ? 
We'm  too  busy, — most  of  us, — and  that's  the  truth." 

"  Jimmery  !  "  exclaimed  Matthew.  "  I  never  did  in 
all  my  born  days  hear  tell  of  the  like  o'  you  !  You 
won't  work  an'  you  won't  pray — 'tis  terrible.  All  the 
same,  if  you  don't  get  the  vicarage  again,  an'  come  as 
under-gardener  to  the  squire,  as  he've  offered  you, 
I  tell  you  frankly,  friends  though  we  be,  that  you'll 
have  to  work  harder  than  you've  worked  for  twenty 
years." 

"  I  know  it  very  well,  Matt,"  said  Mr.  Hannaford. 
"Your  way  an'  mine  be  different,  root  an'  branch  ;  an' 
I  pray  God  as  I  may  not  have  to  come  under  you,  for 
I'd  hate  it  properly,  an'  that's  the  truth.  An'  I  do 
work,  an'  I  do  pray  likewise  ;  an'  I'd  back  my  chance 
of  going  up  aloft  with  my  last  shirt,  if  there  was  any 
to  take  the  bet.  You'm  too  self-righteous  along  of 
your  high  wages " 

"Joseph!  'tis  time  you  put  on  your  black,"  cried  a 
voice  from  the  cottage  door. 

Here  grew  a  feeble  honeysuckle  that  had  been 
nailed  up  four  years  before,  and  still  struggled  gamely 
with  a  north  aspect  and  neglect. 

On  the  other  side  of  the  doorway  was  a  thrush  in 
a  cage.     It  appeared  too  spiritless  even  to  mount  its 


236  KNOCK   AT   A   VENTURE 

wooden  perch,  but  sat  on  the  floor  of  its  prison  and 
listlessly  pecked  at  nothing. 

Mrs.  Hannaford  had  a  thin,  flat  figure,  a  hard 
mouth,  keen  eyes  and  a  face  like  a  fowl.  Tremendous 
force  of  character  marked  her  pale  visage.  The  grey 
curls  that  hung  there  on  each  side  of  her  narrow  fore- 
head looked  like  steel  shavings. 

"  Dress,"  she  said,  "  an'  be  quick  about  it.  Ah,  Mr. 
Smallridge — helping  Joseph  to  waste  his  time." 

"  Not  me,  ma'am  ;  that's  about  the  only  job  he 
doesn't  want  helping  with.  I've  just  been  telling 
your  man  that  if  Mr.  Budd  to  the  vicarage  doan't 
need  him,  an'  he  takes  squire's  offer  an'  comes  to  me, 
theer  must  be  more  work  an'  less  talk." 

"  The  new  parson  will  want  him,"  said  Mrs.  Hanna- 
ford, decidedly.  "  Who  should  stick  a  spade  in  that 
earth  after  twenty-five  years  if  not  Joseph?" 

"  Very  plants  would  cry  out  if  anybody  else  was 
put  awver  them,"  said  Mr.  Hannaford,  sentimentally. 

"  Cry  out  for  joy,  I  reckon,"  murmured  Matthew, 
but  not  loud  enough  for  his  friend's  wife  to  overhear 
him.  "  Theer's  wan  thing  you  should  know,"  he  con- 
tinued, changing  the  subject.  "  Parson  Budd  be  a 
tremendous  Church  of  Englander,  so  I  heard  squire 
say.  He've  got  his  knife  into  all  chapel-people  an' 
free-thinkers  an'  such  like." 

"  'Tis  a  free  country,"  answered  Mrs.  Hannaford, 
and  her  curls  almost  appeared  to  clatter  as  she  shook 
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her  head.  "  He'd  better  mind  his  awn  business, 
which  be  faith,  hope  an'  charity,  an'  not  poke  his 
nose  into  other  people's  prayers  ! " 

"  As  for  religion,"  declared  Joseph,  "  the  little  as 
I've  got  time  for  in  that  line  be  done  along  with  my 
missis  an'  the  Plymouth  Brethren.  But  theer  ban't 
no  smallness  in  me.  Room  in  the  Lard's  mansions 
for  all  of  us ;  an'  if  the  roads  be  narrer,  theer's 
plenty  of  'em,  an'  plenty  of  Gates  to  the  Golden 
Jerusalem." 

Mrs.  Hannaford  frowned. 

"  You'm  too  free  with  your  views,  Joseph  Hanna- 
ford," she  said.  "  You'd  best  call  to  mind  what  pastor 
said  to  chapel  last  Sunday,  'bout  the  camel  an'  the 
needle's  eye.  Many  be  called  an'  few  chosen,  so 
theer's  an  end  of  it.  The  Brethren's  way  be  the 
right  way  an'  the  strait  way ;  an'  ban't  your  busi- 
ness to  be  breaking  gates  into  heaven  for  them  as  do 
wrong,  an'  think  wrong,  an'  haven't  a  spark  of  charity, 
an'  be  busy  about  the  dowl's  work  in  every  other  cot- 
tage in  this  village.  I  know  what  church  folks  be — 
nobody  better." 

Mr.  Smallridge,  himself  of  the  established  religion, 
retreated  before  this  outburst. 

"  Hell  of  a  female  that,"  he  said  to  himself.  "  How 
the  man  can  keep  heart  after  all  these  years  be  a 
mystery.     Yet  she  sits  light  upon  him,  seemingly." 

Then   Joseph,   with    some   groans   and    grumbles, 
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went  to  decorate  himself,  that  the  new  incumbent 
might  smile  upon  him  and  reappoint  him  to  the  care 
of  the  vicarage  garden.  He  shaved  very  carefully, 
washed,  showed  Mrs.  Hannaford  his  finger-nails, — a 
matter  he  usually  shirked, — donned  his  best  attire, 
and  finally  started  beside  his  wife  to  appear  before 
Mr.  Budd. 

"  'Tis  a  grievous  choice,"  he  said  ;  "  an'  if  the  man 
doan't  take  me  on,  I'll  have  to  go  to  the  Hall 
under  Smallridge — a  very  ill-convenient  thing  to 
think   upon." 

"  'Tis  a  matter  of  form,  but  better  the  Hall  than 
any  paltering  with  what's  right ;  an'  better  be  under 
Smallridge  than  against  your  conscience." 

"  My  conscience  is  very  well,  an'  always  have  been 
since  I  was  a  bwoy." 

"You'm  a  deal  tu  easy,  however,"  she  answered 
sternly — "  a  deal  tu  easy,  an'  you'll  very  likely  find 
that  out  when  'tis  tu  late.  Your  conscience  be  like 
proud-flesh,  I  reckon  :  don't  hurt  'e  'cause  'tis  past 
feeling.  I  wish  it  pricked  you  so  often  as  your 
rheumatics  do.     'Twould  be  a  sign  of  grace." 

"You'm  like  poor  Parson  Truman's  li'l  maiden  wi' 
her  flowers,  you  be,"  he  retorted.  "  Her  was  always 
dragging  up  the  things  to  see  how  they  prospered, 
an'  you'm  always  dragging  up  your  conscience  by  the 
roots,  same  way,  to  see  how  'tis  faring.  I  let  mine 
bide." 
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"You  can't,''  snapped  back  Mrs.  Hannaford. 
"Conscience  ban't  built  to  bide — no  more'n  a 
growing  pear  upon  a  tree.  It  goes  from  gude  to 
better,  or  else  from  bad  to  worse.  You  ban't  so 
righteous-minded  as  I  could  wish  'e,  Joseph  ;  but  I've 
done  a  deal  for  you  since  we've  been  man  an'  wife; 
an'  if  you'm  spared  ten  year  more,  I  lay  I'll  have 
your  conscience  to  work  so  hard  as  a  man  saving  his 
own  hay." 

"  Pity  you  can't  live  an'  let  live,  my  dear,"  answered 
the  gardener.  "Even  the  weeds  was  made  by  God 
for  His  own  ends,  as  I  always  told  Truman.  You'm 
a  very  religious  woman  ;  an'  nobody  knaws  it  better'n 
you  ;  all  the  same,  if  folks'  consciences  ax  for  such  a 
power  of  watching,  'tis  enough  for  every  human  to 
look  after  theer  own,  surely." 

"  Why  for  don't  you  do  it,  then  ?  " 

"  Here's  the  vicarage,"  he  answered.  "  Us  better 
not  go  in  warm — might  be  against  us.  I'll  dust  my 
boots,  an'  you'd  best  to  cool  your  face,  for  'tis  glisten- 
ing like  the  moon  in  the  sky." 

Presently  they  stood  before  a  busy  newcomer.  He 
proved  a  young,  plump,  and  pleasant  man — a  man 
fond  of  fishing  and  fox-hunting,  a  man  of  rotund 
voice  and  rotund  figure.  Joseph's  heart  grew  hopeful. 
Here  was  no  dragon  of  horticulture,  but  one,  like  him- 
self, who  would  live  and  let  live,  and  doubtless  leave 
the  garden  in  the  hands  of  its  professional  attendant. 
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"  Your  servant,  sir,"  he  said.  "  I  hope  your  honour 
be  very  well  an'  likes  the  church  an'  the  hunt — also 
the  garden." 

"  Mr.  Joseph  Hannaford,  I  suppose,  and  this  is 
Mrs.  Hannaford — good  parishioners  both,  of  course? 
Sit  down,  Mrs.  Hannaford,  please." 

"  'Tis  in  a  nutshell,  sir,  an'  we  won't  keep  a  busy 
gentleman  from  his  business,"  said  the  old  woman, 
very  politely.  "  Joseph  here  have  been  gardener  at 
the  vicarage,  man  an'  bwoy,  for  twenty-five  years — 
ever  since  theer  was  a  garden  at  all.  He  helped  to 
cut  out  the  peat  an'  make  the  place,  as  was  just  a 
new-take  from  Dartymoor,  though  now  'tis  so  good 
stuff  as  ever  growed  a  cabbage." 

"Ess  fay;  all  rotted  manure  an'  butivul  loam,  so 
sweet  as  sugar,  an'  drains  like  a  sieve,"  declared 
Joseph. 

"  I  want  a  gardener,  of  course,  and  cannot  do  better 
than  Mr.  Hannaford,  though  I'm  not  sure  if  it  isn't 
too  much  for  one  elderly  man." 

"  It  is  !  "  almost  shouted  Joseph.  "  Never  a  Bible 
prophet  said  a  truer  word  !  Too  much  by  half.  Not 
that  I'd  demean  myself  to  ax  for  another  man,  but  a 
bwoy  I  should  have,  an'  I  hope  your  honour  will  give 
me  a  bwoy,  if  'tis  only  to  fetch  an'  carry." 

"  What  wages  did  you  get  from  Mr.  Truman  ?  " 

"  Pound  a  week  ;  an'  another  shilling  would  be  a 
godsend,  if  I  may  say  it  without  offence." 


JOSEPH  241 

"  An'  up  to  squire's  they  only  offered  him  seventeen 
an'  sixpence,  with  all  his  ripe  experience,"  said  Mrs. 
Hannaford.  "  'Twould  be  a  fine  lesson  in  Christian- 
ity to  squire,  I'm  sure,  if  you  seed  your  way  to  twenty- 
one  shilling." 

•'  Better  than  a  waggon-load  of  sermons,  if  I  may 
say  so,"  continued  Joseph. 

"  A  sight  better,  seeing  squire's  not  greatly  'dieted 
to  church-gwaine,  best  of  times,"  chimed  in  Mrs. 
Hannaford. 

"  You'd  be  under-gardener  there,  no  doubt  ? " 

"  Ezacally  so,  dear  sir.  Under-gardener  beneath 
Smallridge — a  man  three  year  younger  than  me. 
But  ban't  for  me  to  tell  my  parts.  All  the  same,  I 
wouldn't  work  under  Smallridge,  not  for  money,  if  I 
could  help  it.  Very  rash  views  he've  got  'bout  broc- 
coli, not  to  name  roots  an'  sparrowgrass." 

"  Terrible  wilful  touching  fruit,  also,  they  tells  me," 
added  Mrs.  Hannaford. 

"  Well,  you  must  come,  I  suppose.  I  could  hardly 
turn  you  out  of  your  old  garden  ;  nor  is  there  any 
need  to  do  so." 

"  An'  thank  you  with  all  my  heart,  your  honour ; 
an'  you'll  never  regret  it  so  long  as  I  be  spared." 

"  The  extra  shilling  you  shall  have.  As  to  a  boy, 
I  want  a  stable-boy,  and  he'll  be  able  to  lend  you  a 
hand  in  the  summer." 

R 
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Mr.  Hannaford  nodded,  touched  his  forehead,  and 
mentally  arranged  a  full  programme  for  the  boy. 

"  Enough  said,  then.  On  Monday  I  shall  expect 
you,  and  will  walk  round  with  you  myself  and 
say  what  I've  got  to  say.  Good-bye  for  the 
present." 

Mr.  Budd  rose,  and  the  old  pair,  with  many  ex- 
pressions of  satisfaction,  were  about  to  depart  when 
their  vicar  spoke  again. 

"  One  more  matter  I  may  mention,  though  doubt- 
less there  is  no  necessity  to  do  so  with  two  such 
sensible  people.  There  are  more  sects  and  conventi- 
cles here  than  I  like  to  find  in  such  a  very  small 
parish.  Of  course  you  come  to  church  every  Sunday, 
Mr.  Hannaford  ? " 

"  As  to  that,  your  honour "  began  Joseph ;  then 

his  wife  silenced  him. 

"  We'm  Plymouth  Brethren  from  conscience,"  she 
said.  "  You  ban't  gvvaine  to  object,  surely — you  as 
have  come  here  to  preach  charity  an'  such  like?" 

Mr.  Budd  flushed. 

"  I've  come  to  do  my  duty,  ma'am,  and  don't  need 
to  be  told  what  that  is  by  my  parishioners,  I  hope. 
All  servants  of  the  vicarage  will,  as  a  matter  of 
course,  go  to  church  twice  every  Sunday,  and 
upon  week-days  also,  if  I  express  any  wish  to 
that   effect." 

"  Let  'em,  then,"  answered  the  old  woman,  fiercely. 
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"  You  can  bind  'em  in  chains  of  iron,  if  you  will,  an' 
they'm  feeble-hearted  enough  to  let  'e.  But  us  won't. 
Us  be  what  we  be,  an'  Plymouth  Brethren  have  got 
somethin'  better  to  do  than  go  hunting  foxes,  whether 
or  no.  I'm  a  growed  woman,  an'  Joseph's  my  hus- 
band, an'  he  shan't  be  in  bondage  to  no  man.  To 
squire's  garden  he  shall  go,  an'  save  his  sawl  alive,  so 
now  then  !     Gude  evening,  sir." 

"  If  I   may  have  a  tell "  began  Joseph,   in  a 

tremor  of  emotion  ;  but  his  wife  cut  him  short. 

"  You  may  not,"  she  cried  sternly.  "  You  come 
home.  Least  said  soonest  mended.  Awnly  I'm 
sorry  to  God  as  a  Caesar  of  all  the  Roosias  have 
come  to  Postbridge  instead  of  a  Christian  creature." 

So  saying,  she  clutched  Joseph  and  led  him  away. 
But  on  their  silent  journey  homeward  Mr.  Hanna- 
ford  pondered  this  tremendous  circumstance  deeply. 
Then,  at  his  cottage  gate,  he  rallied  and  spoke  his 
mind. 

"  We've  done  wrong,"  he  said,  "  an'  I  be  gwaine 
back  again  to  confess  to  it  afore  I  sleep  this  night." 

"  We've  done  right.  You'll  save  your  sawl  an'  take 
seventeen  shilling  an'  sixpence.  You'll  be  a  martyr 
for  conscience,  an'  I  be  proud  of  'e." 

"  Martyr  or  no  martyr,  I  knaw  a  silly  auld  woman, 
an'  I  ban't  proud  of  'e  at  all,  nor  of  myself  neither. 
Anything  in  reason  I'd  do  for  you,  an'  have  done  ever 
since   I  took  you  ;    but  being  put  to  work  in  cold 
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blood  under  Smallridge  is  more'n  I  will  do  for  you  or 
for  all  the  Plymouth  Brothers  that  ever  bleated  hell- 
fire  to  a  decent  man.  I  won't  go  under  Smallridge. 
He'd  make  me  sweat  enough  to  float  a  ship  ;  an'  at 
my  time  of  life  'twould  shorten  my  days." 

"  The  Lord'll  help  'e,  Joseph." 

"  Lord  helps  those  who  help  theerselves." 

"You'm  gwaine  to  the  Hall,  however,  for  I've 
said  it." 

"  Not  me — never." 

"You  be,  Joseph  Hannaford,  as  I'm  a  living 
woman." 

"  No.  Not  for  nobody,  Jane  !  I've  never  crossed 
you  in  my  life;  I've  knuckled  under  like  a  worm  for 
forty-three  year,  an'  shall  henceforward  just  the  same  ; 
but  wheer  Smallridge  be  in  question  I'm  iron.  I  go 
to  church  next  Sunday." 

"  You  never  shall ! " 

"  I  always  shall — an'  glad  to  get  back.  'Twas  a 
very  silly  thing  to  leave  it." 

Mrs.  Hannaford  put  her  fowl-like  nose  within  two 
inches  of  her  husband's. 

"  I  dare  you  to  do  it." 

"  Ban't  no  use  flustering  yourself,  my  old  dear. 
Every  human  man's  got  one  kick  in  him.  An'  kick 
I'm  gwaine  to  this  instant  moment." 

He  turned  and  left  her  with  great  agility,  while  she 
— the  foundations  of  her  married  life  suddenly  shaken 


JOSEPH  245 

by  this  earthquake — stood  and  stared  and  gasped  up 
at  heaven. 

Joseph  quickly  vanished  into  the  dusk,  and  soon 
stood  once  more  before  the  new  vicar.  Mr.  Budd 
thereupon  raised  his  eyes  from  his  desk  and  asked  a 
question  without  words. 

"  Well,  your  honour,  'tis  like  this  here :  I'll  go 
back  to  church  again  very  next  Sunday  as  falls 
in." 

"  Ah !  But  I  thought  that  Joseph  would  be  in 
bondage  to  no  man  ? " 

"  Nor  no  woman  neither,"  said  Mr.  Hannaford. 
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f"  E'M  a  monkey  that  hath  seen  the  world,  no 
JL   1    doubt,"  said  Merryweather  Chugg,  the  water- 
bailiff. 

"Yes — an'  brought  back  some  nuts  wi'  gold  kernels, 
by  all  accounts,"  answered  Noah  Sage ;  "  though  he 
ban't  going  to  crack  none  here,  I  reckon,  for  the 
chap's  only  come  to  have  a  look  at  the  home  of  his 
youth ;  then  he'm  off  again  to  foreign  parts." 

The  two  old  men  sat  in  the  parlour  of  the 
"  Bellaford "  Inn  at  Postbridge,  and  about  them 
gathered  other  labouring  folk.  All  were  inhabitants 
of  the  Dartmoor  district,  and  most  had  been  born 
and  bred  in  the  valley  of  East  Dart  or  upon  adjacent 
farms.  This  village,  of  which  the  pride  and  glory  is 
an  old  bridge  that  spans  the  river,  shall  be  found 
upon  the  shaggy  breast  of  the  Moor,  like  a  oasis  in 
the  desert ;  for  here  much  land  has  been  snatched 
from  the  hungry  heath,  groves  of  beech  and  sycamore 
lie  in  the  bosom  of  these  undulating  wastes,  and  close 
at  hand  are  certain  snug  tenement  farms  whereon 
men  have  dwelt  and  wrestled  with  the  wild  land  from 

time  immemorial. 

246 


A  TRAVELLERS   TALE  247 

To-day  a  native  had  returned  to  his  home  ;  and  as 
a  vacant  room  at  the  "  Bellaford"  Inn  well  served  his 
purpose,  Mr.  Robert  Bates  secured  it  for  a  fortnight, 
that  he  might  wander  again  about  his  boyhood's 
haunts  and  shine  a  little  in  the  eyes  of  those  who 
still  remembered  him.  That  night  he  had  promised 
to  relate  his  experiences  in  the  public  bar ;  he  had 
also  let  it  be  known  that  upon  this  great  occasion 
beer  and  spirits  would  flow  free  of  all  costs  for  old 
friends  and  new. 

"  He'll  have  to  address  a  overflowed  meeting,  like 
a  Member  of  Parliament,"  said  Michael  French,  the 
Moorman,  "  for  be  blessed  if  us  can  all  get  in  your 
bar,  Mrs.  Capern." 

"Lots  of  room  yet,"  she  said,  "if  you'd  only  turn 
some  of  they  boys  out-of-doors.  They  won't  drink 
nought,  so  I'd  rather  have  their  room  than  their 
company." 

"  I  should  think  you  was  oncommon  excited  to  see 
this  chap,  bant  you  ? "  asked  Noah  Sage  of  a  very 
ancient  patriarch  in  the  corner.  "  It  was  up  to 
Hartland  Farm,  when  you  was  head  man  there, 
that  Bob  Bates  corned  as  a  'prentice  from  Moreton 
Poorhouse,  if  I  can  remember." 

"  Ess  fay,  'tis  so,"  said  the  other.  "  You  ax  un 
if  the  thrashings  I  used  to  give  un  every  other  day 
for  wasting  his  time  weern't  the  makin'  of  him  ;  an' 
if  he   ban't   a   liar,  he'll  say  'twas  so.     If  he  owes 
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thanks  to  any  man,  'tis  to  old  Jacob  Pearn — though 
I  say  it  myself." 

"  That's  the  truth,  an'  111  allow  every  word  of 
it,  Jacob  ;  an'  I'm  terrible  glad  you  ban't  dead, 
for  you  were  the  first  I  meant  to  see  come  to- 
morrow." 

Mr.  Bates  himself  spoke.  He  was  a  small,  wiry 
man  of  fifty  or  thereabout.  His  clothes  were  well 
cut,  and  he  wore  a  gold  watch-chain.  His  face  and 
hands  were  tanned  a  deep  brown ;  his  hair  was 
grizzled,  and  his  beard  was  also  growing  grey  at  the 
sides.  His  eyes  shone  genially  as  he  grasped  a  dozen 
hands  in  turn,  and  in  turn  answered  twice  a  dozen 
salutations. 

Robert  Bates  had  run  away  from  the  heavy  hand 
of  Gaffer  Pearn  some  five-and-thirty  years  before  the 
present  time,  and  he  looked  round  him  now  and  saw 
but  one  familiar  face  ;  for  the  old  men  had  passed 
from  their  labours,  the  middle-aged  had  taken  their 
places,  his  former  mates  were  growing  grey  and  he 
could  not  recognise  them. 

"  I'll  tell  you  the  whole  tale  if  you'm  minded,"  he 
said.  "  'Tis  thirty  years  long,  but  give  two  minutes 
to  each  of  they  years  an'  I'll  finish  in  a  hour.  An' 
meantime,  Mrs.  Capern — as  was  Nancy  Bassett,  an' 
wouldn't  walk  out  Sundays  with  me  last  time  I  seed 
'e — be  so  good  as  to  let  every  gen'leman  present  have 
what  he  wants  to  drink,  for  I  be  going  to  leave  ten 
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pounds  in  Postbridge,  an'  I'd  so  soon  you  had  it  as 
anybody." 

Great  applause  greeted  this  liberal  determination. 

"  You'm  an  open-handed  chap,  wherever  you've 
corned  from,"  said  Merry  weather  Chugg,  "an'  us 
all  drinks  long  life  an'  good  health  to  you  an'  yours, 
if  so  be  you'm  a  family  man." 

"  I'll  come  to  that,"  answered  Mr.  Bates.  "  Let  me 
sit  by  the  fire,  will  'e?  I  do  love  the  smell  of  the 
peat,  an'  where  I  come  from,  us  don't  trouble  about 
fires,  I  assure  'e,  for  a  body  can  catch  heat  from  the 
sun  all  the  year  round." 

"  You  was  always  finger-cold  in  winter,"  said  Mr. 
Pearn.  "  I  mind  as  a  boy  your  colour  never  altered 
from  blue  in  frosty  weather,  an'  you  had  a  chilblain 
wheresoever  a  chilblain  could  find  room  for  itself." 

"  'Tis  so ;  an'  when  I  runned  away  to  mend  my 
fortune,  'twas  the  knowledge  that  a  certain  ship  were 
sailing  down  to  the  line  into  hot  weather  as  made  me 
go  for  a  sailor.  To  Plymouth  docks  I  went  when 
I  ran  off,  an'  there  met  a  man  at  the  Barbican  as 
axed  me  to  come  for  cabin-boy ;  an'  when  he  said 
they  was  going  where  the  cocoanuts  corned  from, 
I  said  I'd  go." 

"  My  dear  life  !  "  murmured  Mrs.  Capern, — "  to 
think  what  little  things  do  make  or  mar  a  fortune ! " 

"  'Tis  so ; — a  drop  of  rum  cold,  mother,  then  I'll 
start  on  my  tale.     An'  I  may  as  well  say  that  every 
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word  be  true,  for  Providence  have  so  dealt  by  me 
that  to  tell  a  falsehood  is  the  last  thing  ever  I  would 
do." 

"  Not  but  what  you  used  to  lie  something  terrible 
when  you  was  young,  Bob,"  said  Mr.  Pearn,  from  the 
corner. 

"  I  know  it,  Jacob,"  answered  the  traveller ;  "  an' 
hard  though  you  hit,  you  never  hit  hard  enough  to 
cure  me  of  lying.  'Tis  a  damned  vice,  an'  I  never 
yet  told  a  fib  as  paid  for  telling.  But  'twasn't  you 
cured  me  ;  'twas  a  man  by  the  name  of  Mistley,  the 
bo'sun  of  the  ship  I  sailed  in.  I  told  un  a  stramming 
gert  lie,  an'  he  found  it  out,  an* — well,  if  you  want  to 
know  what  a  proper  dressing-down  be,  you  ax  a  sea- 
faring man  to  lay  it  on.  In  them  days  they  didn't 
reckon  they'd  begun  till  they'd  drawed  blood  out  of 
'e  ;  an'  so  often  as  not  they'd  give  'e  a  bucket  of  salt 
water  down  your  back  arter,  just  so  as  you  shouldn't 
forget  where  they'd  been  busy.  One  such  hiding  I 
got  from  Mistley,  an'  never  wanted  another.  I'd  so 
soon  have  told  that  man  a  second  lie  as  I'd  told  God 
one  to  His  shining  face.  An'  long  after,  to  show 
I  don't  bear  no  malice,  when  I  fell  on  my  feet,  I  went 
down  to  the  port  when  my  old  ship  corned  in  again 
two  years  later,  an'  in  my  pocket  was  five  golden 
pounds  for  Mistley.  Only  he'd  gone  an'  died  o' 
yellow  jack  in  the  meantime  down  to  the  Plate,  so  he 
never  got  it.     An'  you  boys  there,  remember  what  I 
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say,  an'  never  tell  no  lies  if  you  want  to  get  on  an' 
pocket  good  wages  come  presently.  'Tis  more  than 
thirty  years  ago,  an'  the  man  that  did  it  dust ;  yet 
I  wriggles  my  shoulders  an'  feels  the  flesh  crawl  on 
my  spine  to  this  day  when  I  thinks  of  it. 

"  But  I'm  gwaine  too  fast,  for  I  haven't  sailed  from 
Plymouth  yet.  Us  went  off  in  due  course,  an'  I  seed 
the  wonders  of  the  deep,  an'  I  can't  say  I  took  to  'em  ; 
but  there — I'd  gone  for  a  sailor,  an'  a  sailor  I  thought 
'twould  have  to  be.  Us  got  to  a  place  by  name  of 
Barbados  in  the  West  Indies  presently — Bim  for 
short.  A  flat  pancake  of  an  island,  with  not  much 
to  tell  about  'cept  that  there's  only  a  bit  of  brown 
paper  between  it  an'  a  billet  I  hope  none  of  us  won't 
never  go  to.  Hot  as — as  need  be,  no  doubt ;  but 
there  was  better  to  come,  for  presently  we  ups  anchor 
an'  away  to  St.  Vincent — a  place  as  might  make  you 
think  heaven  couldn't  be  better ;  an'  then  down  to 
Grenada,  another  island  so  lovely  as  a  fairy  story  ; 
an'  then  Trinidad — where  the  Angostura  bitters 
comes  from,  Mrs.  Capern — an'  then  a  bit  of  a  place 
by  name  of  Tobago,  as  you  could  put  down  on 
Dartymoor  a'most  an'  leave  some  to  double  up  all 
round.  Yet,  'pon  that  island,  neighbours,  I've  lived 
my  life,  an'  done  my  duty,  I  hope,  an'  got  well 
thought  upon  by  black,  white  an'  brindled ;  for  in 
them  islands  I  should  tell  you  the  people  be  most 
every   shade  you    could    name   but    green.     Butter- 
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coloured,  treacle-coloured,  putty-coloured,  saffron- 
coloured,  peat  -  coloured,  an'  every  colour  ;  an' 
sometimes,  though  a  chap  may  have  the  face  of  a  nig- 
ger— lips  an'  nose  an'  wool  an'  all — yet  he'll  be  so  white 
as  a  dog's  tooth  ;  an'  you  know  there's  blood  from 
Europe  hid  in  him  somewheres.  They'm  a  mongrel 
people ;  yet  they've  got  souls — just  as  much  as  they 
Irish-Americans  ;  an'  God  He  knows  if  they've  got 
souls,  there's  hope  for  everything — down  to  a  scor- 
pion. My  own  wife,  as  I've  left  out  in  Tobago  with 
my  family — well,  I  wouldn't  go  for  to  call  her  black  ; 
an'  for  that  matter  I  knocked  a  white  man  off  the 
wharf  to  Scarborough  in  Tobago,  who  did  say  so ; 
but  you  folks  to  home — I  dare  swear  you'd  think  her 
was  a-thought  nigger-like,  owing  to  a  touch  of  the 
tar-brush,  as  we  call  it,  long  ways  back  in  her  family 
history.  But  as  good  a  woman — wife  an'  mother — 
as  ever  feared  God  an'  washed  linen.  A  laundress, 
neighbours — lower  than  me  by  her  birth,  so  my  master 
said  ;  then  I  laughed  in  his  face,  an'  told  un  I  was  a 
workhouse  boy  as  couldn't  name  no  father  but  God 
A'mighty.  A  nice  little  bungy,  round-about  woman, 
wi'  butivul  black  eyes,  an'  so  straight  in  her  vartue  as 
a  princess.  Never  a  man  had  no  better  wife,  an'  her'd 
have  come  to  see  old  Dartymoor  along  with  me  but 
for  my  family,  as  be  large  an'  all  sizes. 

"  Well,  to  Tobago  it  was  that,  lending  a  hand  to 
help  lade  a  Royal  Mail  Steam  Packet  as  corned  in 
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— just  to  make  a  shilling  or  two  while  we  was  idle,  I 
got  struck  down.  Loading  wi'  cocoanuts  an'  turtle 
her  was  ;  an'  'twould  make  you  die  o'  laughin',  souls, 
to  have  seen  them  reptiles  hoisted  aboard  by  their 
flippers.  No  laughing  matter  for  them  though,  poor 
twoads,  because,  once  they'm  catched  by  moonlight 
'pon  the  sandy  beaches  there,  'tis  a  very  poor  come- 
along-of-it  for  'em.  Not  a  bit  more  food  do  they 
have,  but  just  be  shipped  off  home  in  turtle-troughs 
an'  make  the  best  weather  they  can.  Us  had  a 
stormy  journey  back  last  fortnight,  an'  I  knowed  by 
the  turtle-soup  o'  nights  that  the  creatures  were  dying 
rapid  an'  somebody  had  made  a  bad  bargain.  But  if 
you  gets  the  varmints  home  alive,  they  be  worth  a 
Jew's  eye. 

"  Suddenly,  helping  in  a  shore  barge,  I  went  down 
as  if  somebody  had  fetched  me  a  clout  'pon  top  the 
head  ;  an',  when  I  came  to,  there  was  doctor  from 
shore  an'  the  dowl  to  pay.  'Twas  days  afore  I  could 
get  about,  an'  my  ship  couldn't  wait,  an'  no  work  for 
me  nowhere  'cept  odd  jobs.  Then  they  told  me  I 
was  a  D.B.S.,  which  means  a  Distressed  British  Sea- 
man, an'  I  found  as  I'd  have  to  wait  for  next  steamer 
that  corned  to  ship  me  off.  But  I  weren't  very  down- 
daunted  'bout  it,  for,  since  I'd  seen  the  size  of  the 
earth,  I'd  growed  bigger  in  the  mind  a  bit,  an'  I  ate 
my  food  an'  smoked  my  pipe  an'  thanked  God  that  I 
was  alive  to  try  again. 
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"  Then,  trapesing  about  one  afternoon,  footsore  like 
and  tired  of  trying  to  get  something  to  do  on  the 
sugar  estates,  I  climbed  over  a  wall  into  a  bit  of  shade, 
an'  sat  me  down  under  some  cocoa  trees  to  rest.  I 
confess  I  did  get  over  a  wall,  which  is  a  thing  you 
can't  often  do  without  making  trouble  except  on  old 
Dartymoor.  An'  there  I  was  with  the  mountains 
around — all  covered  to  their  topmost  spurs  wi'  won- 
nerful  forest,  and  the  Caribbean  Sea  stretched  blue  as 
blue  underneath.  Such  a  jungle  of  trees  an'  palms 
laced  together  with  flowering  vines  as  you've  never 
dreamed  of.  Trumpet  flowers,  an'  fire-red  flamboy- 
ants, an'  huge  cactuses,  an'  here  an'  there  a  lightning- 
blasted,  gert  tree  towering  stark  white  above  all  the 
living  green.  An'  king-birds  an'  humming-birds 
twinkling  about  in  the  air  like  women's  rings  an' 
brooches,  an'  lizards  so  big  as  squirrels  a-scampering 
upon  the  ground,  an'  tree-frogs  in  the  trees,  an'  fire- 
flies spangling  the  velvet-black  nights.  An'  no 
dimpsy  light,  neither  at  dawn  nor  even,  for  the 
moment  sun  be  down  'tis  night,  an'  moment  he  be  up 
again  'tis  morning.  You  can  see  un  climb  straight 
out  o'  the  sea  as  if  he  was  rolling  up  a  ladder. 

"  I  sat  there  in  the  shade,  an'  at  my  very  hand  what 
should  I  find  but  a  ripe  pomegranate?  'Tis  a  fruit 
as  you  folks  haven't  met  with  outside  the  Bible,  I 
reckon,  yet  a  real  thing,  an'  very  nice  to  them  as  like 
it.     Packed  tight  wi'  seeds,  the  colour  of  the  heather, 
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wi'  a  bitter-sweet  taste  to  it  as  be  very  refreshing  to 
the  throat.  Such  a  fruit  I  picked  without  '  by  your 
leave,'  an'  chewed  at  un,  an'  looked  at  the  butivul 
blue  sea  down  under,  an'  talked  to  myself  out  loud, 
as  my  manner  always  was. 

" '  Well,  Bob  Bates/  I  sez,  '  you  be  most  tired 
o'  caddling  about  doing  nought,  ban't  you  ?  Still 
you'm  a  lucky  chap,  whether  or  no ;  for  a  live  D.B.S. 
be  a  sight  better'n  a  dead  cabin-boy.  'Twill  larn  'e  to 
treat  the  sun  less  civil.  Don't  do  for  to  cap  to  him 
in  these  parts.  But  you  keep  up  your  heart  an' 
trust  in  the  Lord,  as  Mistley  told  'e.  He'll  look  to 
'e  for  sartain  in  His  own  time.' 

"  Then  I  heard  a  curious  ristling  alongside  in  the 
bush,  an'  catched  sight  of  a  pair  o'  cat-like  eyes  on 
me.  'Course  I  knowed  there  wasn't  no  savage  beasts 
there,  but  I  didn't  know  as  there  mightn't  be  savage 
men,  an'  I  was  going  to  get  back  over  thicky  wall  an' 
run  for  it.  But  too  late.  They  was  human  eyes, 
wi'  a  human  nose  atop  an'  a  human  moustache  under, 
but  a  very  comical  fashion  of  face  an'  a  queerer  than 
ever  I'd  seen  afore  or  have  since. 

"'Tis  hard  for  me  to  call  home  exactly  what 
Matthew  Damian  looked  like  then,  for  'tis  above 
thirty  year  ago,  an'  that  man  filled  my  eye  every  day, 
winter  an'  summer,  for  twenty  years.  Yet,  though 
he  looks  different  now,  with  all  I  know  behind  my 
mind's  eye  as   I   see  him,  then  he  'peared    mighty 
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strange,  wild  an'  shaggy.  A  face  like  a  round  shot 
he  had,  but  a  terrible  deep  jaw  under  the  ear.  A 
little  chin,  round  eyes— grey-green — an'  ears  standing 
sharp  off  a  close-cropped  head,  wi'  hair  pepper-an'-salt 
colour.  A  huge,  tall  man,  an'  his  beard  was  cut  to 
his  chin,  an'  his  moustache  stuck  out  like  a  bush  five 
inches  to  port  an'  starboard.  Well,  I  was  mortal 
feared,  for  I'd  never  seen  nothing  like  un  outside  a 
nightmare  ;  yet  his  voice  was  so  thin  as  a  boy's,  an' 
piped  like  a  reed  in  his  thick  throat.  He  had  the 
nigger  whine,  too — as  I  dare  say  you  may  mark  on  my 
tongue  now,  after  my  ears  have  soaked  in  it  so  long. 

"  He  stared  an'  I  stared.  Then  he  spoke.  '  You 
come  along  with  me,'  he  said  in  a  Frenchy  sort  of 
English. 

'"Why  for?'  I  said;  then  I  thought  I  seed  his 
eyes  'pon  the  pomegranate.  '  Very  sorry,  sir,  if  this 
here  be  yours,'  I  said  ;  '  but  I'm  baggered  if  a  chap 
can  tell  what  be  wild  an'  what  ban't  on  this  here 
ridicklous  island.  'Tis  like  a  gentleman's  hothouse 
broke  loose,'  I  said  to  un. 

" '  No  matter  about  that,'  he  said. 

" '  I  can  give  'e  my  knife,'  I  told  un,  '  if  you  must 
have  payment;  but  that  be  all  I've  got  in  the  world 
'cept  the  things  I  stand  up  in,  an'  I'd  a  deal  rather 

keep  it.' 

"'I  do  not  want  your  knife,'  he  answers.     '  I  want 

you.' 
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'"Well,  I'm  going  cheap,  I  do  assure  'e,'  I  said, 
thinking  I'd  try  how  a  light  heart  would  serve  me. 
But  I  weren't  comfortable  by  a  long  way,  'cause 
there's  a  lot  of  madness  in  them  islands,  an'  I 
thought  as  this  chap  might  be  three-halfpence  short 
of  a  shilling,  as  we  say.  However,  he  was  too  busy 
thinking  to  laugh  at  my  poor  fun,  an'  for  that  matter, 
as  I  found  after,  he  never  laughed  easy, — nor  talked 
easy  for  that  matter.  Now  he  fell  silent,  an'  I  walked 
by  him.  Then,  after  a  stretch  through  a  reg'lar 
Garden  of  Eden,  wi'out  our  first  parents,  us  corned 
upon  a  lovely  house,  whitewashed  home  to  the  roof — 
like  snow  in  all  that  butivul  green.  Ton  sight  of  it 
the  man  spoke  again. 

" '  I  want  you  to  talk  to  my  mother,'  he  said 
suddenly.  '  You'll  just  talk  and  talk  in  an  easy  way, 
as  you  was  talking  to  yourself  when  I  found  you.' 

'"I  be  only  a  sailor-man,  wi'  nought  to  say  to  a 
lady,'  I  told  him. 

" '  No  matter  for  that,'  he  said.  '  Just  talk  straight 
on.  It  do  not  signify  a  bit  what  you  say,  so  you 
speak  natural.  In  fact,  talk  to  my  mother  as  if 
madame  was  your  own  mother.' 

"  So  then,  of  course,  I  reckoned  the  cat-faced  chap 
was  out  of  his  mind — as  who  wouldn't  have  ? 

"  To  a  great  verandah  we  corned,  all  crawled  over 
with  the  butivulest  white  flowers  the  sun  draws  the 
scent  from  ;  an'  there,  in  a  cane  chair,  sat  an  ancient 
s 
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lady — lady,  I  say,  though  you  might  have  reckoned 
she  was  an  old  brown  lizard  by  the  look  of  her.  Old 
ban't  the  word  for  her.  Time's  self  would  have 
looked  a  boy  alongside  her,  if  the  picture-books  be 
true.  A  great  sunbonnet  was  over  her  head,  an'  a 
frill  under,  an*  just  a  scanty  thread  or  two  of  white 
hair  peeping  from  that.  A  face  all  deep  lines  where 
the  years  had  run  over  it ;  bright  eyes  peeping  from 
behind  great  gold  spectacles,  an'  hands — my  word  ! 
like  joints  of  an  old  apple  tree.  Her  was  that  homely 
too !  A  dandy-go-risset  gown  her  wore,  an'  a  bit  of 
knitting  was  in  her  hands,  an'  a  good  book,  wi'  very 
large  print,  'pon  a  table  beside  her,  an'  a  li'l  nigger  gal 
waved  a  fan  to  keep  the  flies  away. 

"  I  took  my  hat  off  an'  made  a  leg ;  then  her  son 
spoke  :  '  Sit  down  there  beside  her  and  talk  loud,  and 
pretend  with  yourself  that  Madame  Damian  is  your 
grandmother.  Don't  try  to  use  fine  words ;  and 
remember  this  :  if  you  do  rightly  as  I  bid  you,  you 
shall  never  repent  this  day  as  long  as  you  live.' 

"  I  was  all  in  a  maze,  I  do  assure  'e ;  but  I  just 
reckoned  obedience  was  best,  an'  went  at  her  with 
one  eye  on  my  gentleman,  for  fear  as  he  should 
change  his  mind. 

" '  Well,  my  old  dear,'  I  said,  '  I  be  very  pleased  to 
meet  'e,  an'  I  do  like  to  have  a  tell  with  'e  very  much, 
if  you'll  pardon  a  rough  sailor-man.  An*  I  hopes 
you'll   put  in  a  word  with  this  here  big  gen'leman 
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for  me,  'cause  I've  eat  one  of  his  pomegranates 
unbeknownst-like,  though  I'm  shot  if  I'd  have 
touched  un  come  I'd  known  'twasn't  wild.  An'  to 
tell  'e  gospel,  I  be  in  a  jakes  of  a  mess  as  'tis — far 
from  my  home  an'  not  a  friend  in  the  world  that 
I  know  of.' 

"  Dallybuttons !  To  see  that  ancient  woman ! 
When  I  beginned  to  talk,  her  dropped  her  knitting, 
as  if  there  was  a  spider  in  it,  an'  sat  up  an'  stared  out 
of  her  bead-black  eyes.  Though  'twas  a  fiery  day,  I 
went  so  cold  as  a  frog  all  down  my  spine  to  see  her 
glaze  so  keen. 

"'Go  on,'  she  said  in  a  funny  old  voice,  'go  on, 
young  man,  will  'e?  Tell  about  where  you  corned 
from,  please." 

"  There  !  it  did  sound  mighty  familiar  to  hear  her, 
an'  no  mistake ! 

'"My  heart!  You'm  West  Country  too!'  I  cried 
out. 

"  Her  nodded,  but  her  couldn't  speak  another 
word. 

"'  Go  on,  go  on  talking  to  her,'  the  man  said. 

"  So  I  sailed  on. 

'"You  must  know  I  runned  off  to  sea,  ma'am, 
from  a  farm  down  Dartymoor  way.  'Tis  a  terrible 
coorious  sort  of  a  place,  an'  calls  for  hard  work  if  you 
wants  to  thrive  there.  Roots  will  do  if  you'm  gener- 
ous with  stable  stuff  an'  lime,  but  corn  be  cruel  shy, 


260  KNOCK   AT   A   VENTURE 

except  oats.  I  was  a  lazy  boy,  I'm  afraid,  an'  got 
weary  of  being  hit  about  like  a  football,  though  I 
deserved  it ;  an'  I  thought  to  mend  my  life  by 
running  away.  The  things  I've  seed !  Lor'-a- 
mercy  !  'tis  a  wonnerful  world,  sure  enough,  ma'am.' 

" '  So  it  be,'  she  said,  very  soft,  '  an'  a  wonnerful 
God  made  it,  my  dear.  Go  on,  go  on  about  the 
Dartymoors,  will  'e?" 

" '  Well,'  I  said, '  'tis  a  gert,  lonesome  land,  all  broke 
up  wi'  rocky  tors,  as  we  call  'em,  an'  clitters  o'  granite 
where  the  foxes  breed,  an'  gashly  bogs,  in  which 
you'm  like  to  be  stogged  if  you  don't  know  no  better. 
An'  the  cots  be  scattered  over  the  face  of  it,  an'  the 
little  farms  do  lie  here  an'  there  in  the  lew  corners, 
wi'  their  new-take  fields  around  about.  There's  a 
smell  o'  peat  in  the  air  most  times,  an'  it  do  rise  up 
very  blue  into  the  morning  light.  An'  the  great 
marshes  glimmer,  an'  the  plovers  call  in  spring ;  an' 
the  ponies,  wi'  their  little  ragged  foals,  go  galloping 
unshod  over  the  Moor.  Then  the  rivers  an'  rills 
twinkle  every  way,  like  silver  an'  gold  threads 
stretching  miles  an'  miles ;  an'  come  summer  the 
heather  blows  an'  the  great  hills  shine  out  rosylike 
an'  butivul ;  an' — oh,  my  old  dear — oh,  ma'am — '  I 
says,  breaking  off,  '  doan't  'e — doan't  'e  sob  so — 
doan't  'e  take  on  like  that,  for  I  wouldn't  bring  a 
wisht  thought  to  'e  for  money.' 

"  This  I  said  'cause  the  old  ancient's  lips  shook,  an' 
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her  bright  eyes  fell  a-blinking,  an'  great  tears  rolled 
down.  Then  she  put  her  hands  over  her  face  an' 
bowed  over  'em. 

"  '  My  God  ! '  said  the  chap,  half  to  hisself,  '  this  is 
the  first  time  my  mother  have  wept  to  my  sight;  an' 
I  am  sixty  years  old  ! ' 

"  But  of  course  a  Devonshire  woman  wouldn't  cry 
afore  a  Frenchman,  even  if  he  was  her  son. 

"  Come  presently  she  cheered  up.  '  Do  'e  knaw  a 
place  by  the  name  of  Postbridge,  my  boy  ? '  she 
says. 

" '  I  did  ought  to,  ma'am,'  I  sez ;  '  'twas  from  Hart- 
land  Farm  I  runned.' 

"  She  sighed  a  gert  sigh.  '  Hartland  ! '  she  says,  as 
if  the  word  was  a  whole  hymn  tune  to  her. 

" '  There's  a  church,  an'  a  public  there  now,'  I 
said. 

" '  An'  the  gert  men  of  renown  ?  Parson  Mason, 
an'  Mr.  Slack,  an'  Judge  Buller,  an'  Sir  Thomas 
Tyrwhitt  ?  "  she  axed  me. 

" '  Never  heard  tell  of  none  of  them,'  I  said. 

" '  'Course  not,'  old  lady  answers.  '  Why — why,  I 
forgot  I  be  ninety-four.  They  heroes  was  all  dead 
afore  your  faither  an'  mother  were  born.' 

" '  As  to  them,'  I  tells  her — '  as  to  my  faither  an' 
mother,  ma'am,  there's  a  manner  of  grave  doubt, 
for  I'm  a  workhouse  boy,  wi'out  any  havage  that  be 
known.' 
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"But  her  had  fallen  to  dreaming. 

" '  Tell  about  the  in-country,'  she  said  all  of  a 
sudden.  '  My  mother  coined  from  down  Totnes 
way.' 

"So  I  tells  about  the  South  Hams,  an'  the  farms, 
an'  the  butivul  apple-blooth,  as  creams  out  over  the 
orchards  in  spring,  an'  all  the  rest  of  it. 

"  There,  I  talked  myself  dry  an'  no  mistake ;  an' 
she  nodded  an'  nodded  an'  laughed  once ;  an'  it  set 
her  off  coughing,  an'  'frighted  her  son  terrible. 

"  Then,  after  I'd  been  chittering  for  a  month  of 
Sundays,  as  it  seemed  to  me,  the  day  ended  and  it 
corned  on  dark,  an'  she  got  up  to  go. 

"  '  Keep  un  here,'  she  says  to  the  man.  '  For  God's 
love  doan't  'e  let  un  go.  Pay  un  anything  he  axes 
for  to  stop.' 

"  She  went  off  very  slow,  wi'  a  nigger  to  support 
her  at  each  elbow,  an'  a  fine  young  brown  woman  to 
look  after  her.  An'  I  was  took  in  the  kitchen,  an'  had 
such  a  bellyful  of  meat  an'  drink  as  minded  me  of 
Christmas  up  to  Hartland  Farm  in  the  old  days. 

"  Then  the  chap — he  lets  me  into  the  riddle  of  it 
all.  You  see  his  mother  was  Farmer  Blake's  darter 
— the  first  as  ever  saved  land  in  these  parts,  an' 
rented  from  the  Duchy  more'n  a  hundred  years 
agone  now.  An'  when  Princetown  was  made  for  a 
prison  to  hold  the  French  us  catched  in  the  wars, 
there  corned  a  Monseer  Damian  among  the  prisoners. 
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Him  an'  many  other  gents  the  authorities  let  out  on 
parole,  as  they  say  ;  an'  he  made  friends  with  Farmer 
Blake,  an'  failed  in  love  with  Margery  Blake.  An' 
when  the  war  was  done,  if  he  didn't  marry  her  all 
correct  an'  snatch  her  away  to  foreign  parts !  Mar- 
tinique was  left  to  the  French,  an'  he  took  her  to  that 
island  first,  then  to  Trinidad,  which  be  ours,  then  to 
Tobago,  which  be  also  ours.  There  the  man  pros- 
pered, an'  growed  sugar,  an'  did  very  flourishing,  an' 
corned  to  be  first  an'  richest  party  in  the  island. 
But  smallpox  took  him  in  middle  life,  an'  it  took  all 
his  children  but  his  eldest  son,  Matthew  Damian. 
He  bided  with  his  mother,  an'  married  a  French 
woman  from  Guadeloupe. 

"An'  'twas  old  lady's  hope  an'  prayer  for  seventy 
year  to  hear  good  Devon  spoke  again  some  day. 
Her  only  got  to  hunger  terrible  for  the  old  country 
when  her  childer  an'  her  husband  died,  by  which 
time  she  was  too  old  to  travel  home  again.  An'  the 
Postbridge  Blakes  had  all  gone  dead  ages  afore ;  an' 
in  truth  there  couldn't  have  been  a  soul  on  Dartymoor 
as  remembered  her.  Of  course  her  son  knowed  the 
sound  of  the  speech,  from  hearing  his  mother,  as 
never  lost  it ;  an'  when  he  catched  me  telling  to 
myself,  his  first  thought  was  for  her. 

"  'Twas  meat  an'  drink  to  her,  sure  enough ;  an' 
meat  an'  drink  to  me  too,  for  that  matter,  because 
I  never  left  the  Man-o'-War   Bay  Sugar  Estate  no 
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more.  Very  little  work  I  done  at  first,  for  old  Mrs. 
Damian  would  have  me  keep  on  'bout  home  every 
afternoon  in  the  verandah ;  but  six  months  after 
I  corned  there  she  died,  happy  as  a  bird  ;  an'  if 
I  wasn't  down  for  fifty  pound  in  her  will! 

"  Richest  people  in  Tobago,  they  was ;  an'  then 
I  settled  to  work  for  Matthew  Damian,  an'  when 
he  died,  seventeen  year  after,  the  head  man  was 
pensioned  off,  an'  I  got  the  billet  under  Matthew 
Damian's  son,  who  be  my  master  now.  An'  there 
I'll  work  to  the  end,  an'  my  childern  after  me,  please 
the  Lord." 

" '  'Tis  a  very  fine  tale,  Mr.  Bates,  if  I  may  speak 
for  the  company,"  said  Merryweather  Chugg ;  "  an' 
it  do  show  what  a  blessing  it  be  to  come  out  of 
Devonshire.  If  you'd  been  a  foreigner  now,  none  of 
these  good  things  would  have  happened  to  'e." 

"  I  mind  my  faither  telling  about  Farmer  Blake 
an'  how  he  helped  to  carry  his  coffin  to  Widecombe 
soon  after  I  was  born,"  said  Gaffer  Team. 

"  For  my  part,"  declared  the  landlady,  "  my  mind 
be  all  'pon  that  poor  old  blid,  as  went  away  from 
these  parts  in  her  maiden  days.  To  think,  after 
seventy  years  of  waiting,  that  she  should  hear  a 
Devonshire  tongue  again  !  I  lay  it  helped  her  to  pass 
in  peace." 

"  It  did  so,"  declared  the  return  native.    "  She  went 
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out  of  life  easy  as  a  babby ;  for  her  appeared  to  see 
all  her  own  folks  very  clear  just  afore  she  died,  an' 
she  was  steadfast  sure  as  there'd  be  a  West  Country 
welcome  waitin'  up-along.  Fill  your  glasses,  my 
dears;  an'  give  they  boys  some  ginger-beer,  ma'am, 
will  'e?" 


THE   TWO    WIDOWS 

I 

UPON  the  great  main  road  that  crosses  Dart- 
moor from  Mortonhampstead  to  Plymouth, 
and  distant  but  half  a  mile  from  the  little  hamlet 
of  Postbridge,  near  the  eastern  arm  of  Dart,  there 
stand  two  cottages.  Here  slopes  the  broad  bosom 
of  Merripit  Hill  upon  the  heart  of  the  wilderness, 
and  the  cots,  that  appear  on  each  side  of  the  way, 
are  built  exactly  alike — of  yellow  bricks  and  blue 
slates.  They  have  doors  of  the  same  green  shade 
and  window  blinds  of  white  chintz  ;  their  wood- 
work is  painted  brown,  and  their  chimney-pots 
are  red.  In  every  respect  these  habitations  seem 
outwardly  identical,  save  that  one  faces  north,  while 
the  other,  over  against  it,  looks  southerly.  Their 
gardens  are  of  equal  proportion,  and  contain  the 
same  class  of  cabbage,  similar  rows  of  tall  scarlet- 
runner  beans  sprout  from  each  little  plot  in  summer, 
and  patches  of  red  lettuce,  dusted  over  with  soot  to 
keep  away  the  slugs,  appear  in  both  during  spring- 
time.    Once   two   men   dwelt  in  these  abodes,  and 
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they  were  wiser  than  their  wives  and  maintained  an 
amiable  acquaintance,  but  avoided  hot  friendship. 

When  Abel  Haycraft  and  his  newly-married  mate 
arrived  at  the  northern-facing  cottage,  Henry 
Mogridge,  the  water-bailiff,  who  dwelt  in  the  cottage 
that  looked  south,  paid  him  a  visit  and  put  the 
position  briefly  and  forcibly  : — 

"'Tis  like  this,  Mr.  Haycraft,"  he  said.  "I  be 
very  glad  to  have  you  for  a  neighbour,  an'  I  hope 
you'll  like  Dartymoor,  an'  prosper  up  here,- an'  make 
good  money  at  Vitifer  Mine,  where  I'm  told  you  be 
going  to  work  ;  but  this  I'll  say,  don't  let's  be  too 
friendly — nor  our  women-folk  neither.  Out  of  friend- 
ship I  say  it." 

"What  a  word  !  "  said  Mr.  Haycraft,  who  was  only 
twenty-one  and  of  a  sanguine  nature.  "  Why,  I 
wants  to  be  friends  with  everybody,  if  so  be  as  they'll 
let  me.     An'  my  missis  too." 

"  That's  a  very  silly  idea  ;  but  you'm  young  yet  and 
will  larn  better  come  by  an'  by.  I  mean  this  :  you 
an'  me  live  a  gert  deal  too  close  together  to  get  too 
thick.  We'm  only  human  beings,  an'  so  sure  as  we 
get  too  trustful  an'  too  fond  of  listening  to  each 
other's  business,  so  sure  us  will  end  by  having  a 
mortal  row.  'Tis  a  thing  so  common  as  berries  in 
a  hedge.  I  ban't  saying  a  word  against  my  old 
woman,  mind  you.  She's  so  truthful  as  light,  an'  a 
Christian  to  the  marrow  in  her  bones.     Nor  yet  be 


268  KNOCK   AT   A   VENTURE 

I  hinting  anything  disrespectful  of  Mrs.  Haycraft. 
Far  from  it.  But  human  creatures  is  mostly  jerry- 
built  in  parts,  an'  the  best  have  their  weak  spots. 
There's  nought  more  dangerous  on  earth  than  a  gert 
friendship  struck  up  between  folks  who  live  close 
together  'pon  opposite  sides  of  the  road.  I've  seed 
the  whole  story  more  than  once,  an'  I  know  what  I 
say  be  true." 

Abel  Haycraft  considered  this  statement  for  a 
moment.     Then  he  spoke  : — 

"  I  suppose  you'm  right.  An'  if  by  bad  chance 
they  was  to  fall  out — I  mean  the  women — us  would 
have  to  take  sides  as  a  matter  of  duty.  A  husband 
— well,  there  'tis." 

"  So  us  would ;  but  God  forbid  as  our  wives 
should  have  any  quarrel,  or  you  an'  me  either ;  so 
we'll  just  bide  friendly  with  your  leave  ;  but  not  too 
friendly." 

"Tis  a  very  good  plan,  I'm  sure,"  answered  the 
younger  ;  and  that  evening  he  told  his  wife  about  it 
after  they  had  gone  to  bed. 

Mrs.  Haycraft  felt  great  interest  and  enlarged 
Abel's  vision. 

"Do  'e  know  what  that  means?  It  means  as  his 
good  lady  can't  be  trusted,  an'  the  old  man  well 
knows  it.  I  lay  she'm  the  sort  as  makes  mischief. 
Well,  don't  you  fear.  I'll  take  care  to  keep  her  at 
arm's  length.     I  wasn't  born  yesterday." 
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"  She'm  a  kind  enough  creature  so  far,  I'm  sure," 
answered  Abel.  "  A  motherly  fashion  of  woman, 
an'  not  so  old  as  her  husband  by  twenty  years,  I 
should  judge." 

"  'Twas  his  way  of  giving  us  a  warning,  neverthe- 
less," declared  Honor  Haycraft.  "  Or,"  she  added, 
"  seeing  as  I  was  a  red-haired  woman,  and  thinking 
maybe  that  I  had  a  short  temper,  she  may  have 
reckoned  that " 

"  Not  at  all,  not  at  all,"  interrupted  the  husband, 
hastily.  "  Do  'e  think  I'd  have  stood  any  such  idea? 
God's  my  judge,  I'd  have  hit  the  man  in  the  mouth 
if  he'd  said  a  word  against  you  or  your  butivul 
colour." 

"  If  I  thought  she'd  taken  a  dislike  to  me,  because 
I  was  red,  I'd  never  look  at  the  woman,"  said  Honor. 
"  For  that  matter,  I'm  comelier  far  than  her,  though 
I  say  so." 

"  An'  comelier  than  any  other  woman  at  Post- 
bridge,  or  on  all  Dartymoor  either,"  declared  Abel, 
devoutly. 

"  I'll  be  civil  to  her  then,  but  no  more.  An'  I  wish 
her  hadn't  brought  over  that  gert  dish  of  Irish  stew 
the  day  us  corned  in  an'  were  sinking  for  a  morsel 
to  eat ;  for  us  ate  it,  an'  licked  the  bones,  an'  now 
she've  got  a  hold  on  us." 

"Not  at  all,"  said  the  larger-minded  man.  "'Tis 
a  poor  spirit  as  can't  stomach  a  kindness  without 
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worriting  to  pay  it  back.  Us'll  have  a  chance  of 
doing  her  a  good  turn  for  sartain,  living  at  her  door 
same  as  we  do.  Just  let  things  go  their  own  way, 
an'  they'll  go  right.  We'm  all  Christian  creatures, 
thank  God,  an'  there's  no  reason  because  we  live  in 
a  outlandish  sort  of  place  like  this  here  that  we 
should  forget  it." 

"  All  the  same,"  declared  his  plump,  red  girl, 
pouting,  "  I  could  wish  as  Mr.  Mogridge  hadn't 
spoke  them  words.  He've  hurt  my  pride.  I  wasn't 
going  to  jump  down  their  throats.  I'm  not  that 
sort." 

"  'Twas  a  bit  chilly  like,  perhaps  ;  but  he'm  older 
than  us,  an'  wiser,  an'  he  meant  well." 

"  He'm  not  wiser  than  you  be,  anyway.  I  believe, 
if  us  knowed,  you'd  find  you  made  better  money 
than  what  he  do." 

"  Us'll  leave  it  at  that,  then  ;  an'  now  us'll  go  to 
sleep,  if  you  please." 

II 

Within  a  month  Honor  Haycraft  and  Avisa 
Mogridge  were  the  closest  of  friends,  for,  despite  the 
water-bailiff's  caution  and  the  younger  man's  attempt 
to  profit  by  it,  their  wives  took  the  matter  into 
their  own  hands.  Both  husbands  were  away  all  day 
at  work  ;  their  cottages  stood  half  a  mile  distant 
from    any  others,  and  the   two  lonely  women  soon 
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struck  up  a  close  and  intimate  relation.  Mrs. 
Mogridge  was  honourable,  truthful,  warm-hearted 
and  affectionate ;  she  had  two  young  children,  both 
girls ;  she  loved  her  elderly  husband  dearly ;  she 
knew  the  life-history  of  every  man  and  woman  in 
Postbridge  ;  and  she  related  the  affairs  of  the  village 
with  full  detail  for  the  benefit  of  Honor,  who  was 
an  Exeter  girl,  and  did  not  know  the  people  of  the 
Moor. 

"  I  can  talk  straight  to  'e,"  said  Mrs.  Mogridge, 
"  for  you  come  without  one  particle  of  feeling  against 
anybody  or  for  anybody.  So  I'll  tell  you  what  they 
all  be  like  down-along,  an'  who  you  can  trust  an' 
who  you  can't  trust,  so  far  as  I  know  'em.  You'll 
go  your  own  way,  but  'tis  never  any  harm  to  hear 
another  opinion." 

Thus  Mrs.  Haycraft,  instead  of  forming  in- 
dependent conclusions  from  experience,  took  her 
view  of  the  new  neighbours  and  environment  from 
another  woman ;  and  this  was  a  happier  circum- 
stance than  might  be  guessed,  because  Avisa 
Mogridge  possessed  plenty  of  good  sense  and  a 
kindly  heart,  whereas  though  the  red  girl's  heart 
was  warm  enough,  her  head  was  rather  weak,  and  of 
sense,  or  patience,  or  knowledge  of  human  nature  she 
had  none  to  name.  She  was  a  superstitious  woman, 
full  of  old  saws  and  sayings.  If  she  met  a  single 
magpie,  she  went  in  fear  for  a  week.     Her  husband 
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tried  to  laugh  her  out  of  such  folly,  but  he  never 
succeeded. 

And  so  the  friendship  ripened  and  the  men 
looked  on.  In  secret  Henry  Mogridge  prophesied 
a  catastrophe,  as  sure  as  women  were  women  all 
the  world  over  ;  while  Abel  Haycraft  listened  and 
nodded,  but  hoped  the  water-bailiff  might  be  mis- 
taken. 

Avisa  and  Honor  worked  side  by  side  at  the  same 
wash-tub  when  their  husbands  were  away,  com- 
pared notes,  listened  to  each  other's  wisdom  and 
opinions.  Honor  petted  her  friend's  little  girls,  and 
made  sugar-plums  and  cakes  for  them  ;  Avisa  took 
the  deepest  interest  in  Honor's  approaching  mother- 
hood. 

A  boy  was  born  to  the  young  wife — a  flaxen, 
Saxon  atom,  with  a  first  crop  of  hair  the  colour 
of  straw,  blue  eyes,  a  flat  nose  like  his  father's, 
red  cheeks,  and  very  fat  limbs. 

Then  came  winter,  and  Henry  Mogridge,  catching 
a  chill  in  the  night  watches  by  the  river,  passed 
away,  a  victim  to  his  duty  beside  Dart. 

Honor  comforted  her  friend  as  much  as  might  be, 
and  Postbridge  showed  sympathy  also,  until  it  was 
announced  that  Mrs.  Mogridge  had  been  left  with 
£40  a  year.  Thereupon,  feeling  that  commiseration 
would  be  wasted,  the  village  turned  to  more 
interesting  matters. 
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Time  sped,  and  when  her  child  was  a  year  old, 
Honor  Haycraft  followed  Avisa  into  the  state  of 
widowhood.  An  accident  at  Vitifer  Mine  ended 
the  burly  Abel's  life ;  and  with  him  there  also 
perished  another  man  and  a  boy. 

Ill 

The  two  widows,  united  in  tribulation,  became 
greater  friends  than  before.  Neither  married  again, 
and  the  one  lived  for  her  little  maidens,  the  other 
for  her  son.  Such  close  amity  proved  a  strain  at 
times,  however,  and  as  each  knew  all  that  there  was 
to  know  about  the  other,  each  conscious  of  the 
other's  imperfections,  secretly  regretted  them  in  the 
friendliest  spirit.  Then  came  a  little  difference  of 
opinion  over  the  children  ;  and  then,  from  a  personal 
attitude  of  irritation  not  divulged  to  anybody,  Avisa, 
smarting  somewhat  at  a  pin-prick  from  Honor 
Haycraft  touching  her  eldest  little  girl,  spoke  in 
overt  fashion  to  a  common  friend  at  Postbridge. 

"  She's  a  very  good  woman,"  said  Mrs.  Mogridge, 
while  she  drank  a  dish  of  tea  with  Mrs.  Bloom.  "A 
pattern  wife  her  was,  an'  steady  as  time  since  her  man 
was  called,  an'  a  pattern  mother,  though  her  goose  is 
a  swan,  as  one  might  expect,  an'  she  thinks  her  ugly, 
li'l  fat  boy  is  a  cherub,  poor  dear.  Well,  'tis  natural 
so  to  do.  I  wouldn't  blame  her  ;  we  mothers  be  all 
alike  there.     But  I  could  wish  she  had  more  brains, 
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an'  didn't  believe  such  a  lot  of  rummage  an' 
nonsense.  To  credit  all  that  dead  an'  gone  stuff 
about  pixies,  an'  the  heath-hounds,  an'  the  use  of 
herbs  picked  in  moonlight,  an'  the  planting  of  seeds 
'pon  a  Good  Friday — why,  'tis  onbecoming  in  a 
growed-up  woman  as  went  to  Sunday-school ;  an'  I 
wish  she'd  drop  it." 

That  was  all  that  Avisa  said  to  Mrs.  Bloom,  the 
washerwoman ;  but  a  fortnight  afterwards  it 
happened  that  by  evil  chance  Mrs.  Bloom  fell  out 
bitterly  with  the  water-bailiff's  widow,  and  told 
Mrs.  Mogridge  that  she  was  a  cat,  and  that  'twas 
well  known  her  husband  never  died  of  a  chill  at  all, 
but  from  his  wife's  unkindness  and  cruelty.  She 
said  a  great  many  other  things  of  a  nature  not 
necessary  to  set  down ;  and,  as  a  result,  Mrs. 
Mogridge  felt  it  impossible  longer  to  affect  the 
society  of  Mrs.  Bloom. 

Then  did  Mrs.  Bloom  ask  Honor  Haycraft  to  a 
cup  of  tea;  and  Honor,  smarting  with  indignation  at 
the  treatment  her  clearest  friend  had  received  from 
the  washerwoman's  venomous  tongue,  accepted  the 
invitation.  Her  purpose  was  loyal  to  the  other  widow. 
She  intended  to  glean  further  particulars  concerning 
Mrs.  Bloom's  abominable  opinions  and  assertions 
touching  Avisa.  Because  a  man  in  the  village  had 
told  them  that  Mrs.  Bloom's  statements  were  in  the 
nature  of  a  libel,  and  might  even  put  her  into  prison. 
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Hoping  to  catch  Mrs.  Bloom  in  some  outrageous 
utterance,  and  so  assist  her  friend  to  crush  the 
washerwoman,  Honor  Haycraft  appeared  in  a 
cottage  that  always  reeked  of  soap  and  steam. 

Mrs.  Bloom  immediately  came  to  personalities ; 
and  then  Honor's  freckles  stood  out  brown  upon 
her  red  skin  ;  she  grew  hot  from  her  heart  outward  ; 
the  tea  lost  its  savour,  and  the  toast  its  charm. 

*  Sorry  am  I  to  quarrel  with  any  living  thing — 
man,  woman  or  mouse — but  one  has  one's  pride," 
said  Mrs.  Bloom.  "  Ess,  one  has  one's  pride ;  an'  if 
there's  a  thing  I  do  pride  myself  upon,  after  my 
gift  of  washing,  'tis  my  gift  of  silence.  It  don't 
come  easy  to  any  healthy-minded  woman  in  a 
village  this  size  to  keep  her  mouth  shut ;  an'  I 
confess  that  it  didn't  come  easy  to  me ;  but  I  larned 
how  to  do  it,  an'  I've  been  a  faithful  friend  to  a  gert 
many  people,  an'  never  quarrelled  with  a  living  soul, 
gentle  or  simple,  till  Avisa  Mogridge  broke  with 
me." 

"  She's  got  a  proper  grudge  against  you,"  said 
Honor,  cautiously.  "  An'  I'm  on  her  side,  I  warn 
you." 

"  No  doubt :  you've  heard  her  tale.  I'm  not 
going  to  say  anything  about  it  to  you,  because  you 
are  her  particular  friend,  an'  blessed  are  the  peace- 
makers. But  this  I'll  say,  though  far  be  it  from  me 
to  set  friends  against  friends  :    I  would  advise  you 
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to  take  care.  She's  a  fire  as  a  very  little  spark  will 
set  on  light, — a  very  critical  woman, — always  was  so. 
It's  a  fault  where  there's  no  judgement.  Her  can't 
help  it.  Her  criticises  other  folks'  ways,  an'  their 
habits,  an'  their  ideas,  an'  even  their  children.  Now, 
if  there  is  a  dangerous  trick  on  God's  earth,  'tis  to 
criticise  other  folks'  children." 

"  She's  a  right  to  her  opinions,  however." 

"  Most  surely  she  have ;  an'  she've  a  right  to  the 
air  she  breathes,  an'  the  water  she  drinks.  She've 
a  right  to  her  ideas  ;  but  she's  no  right  to  utter  'em 
where  they  might  do  harm.  You  an'  me  be  the  best 
friends  possible,  thank  God,  an'  she's  no  right  to  say 
an  unkind  word  of  you  to  me,  any  more  than  I'd 
have  a  right  to  say  an  unkind  word  of  her  to  you  ; 
because  you  an'  she  be  the  best  friends  possible 
likewise.  An'  not  a  word  against  her  would  ever 
pass  my  lips  to  you  ;  because  you'm  a  woman  as 
feels  very  deeply,  an'  I  should  make  mischief,  which 
God  forbid." 

"  Her  never  said  a  word  against  me,  that  I'll 
swear  to,"  said  Honor,  hotly;  "an'  if  an  angel  from 
heaven  told  me  her  did,  I  wouldn't  believe  it." 

"  An'  quite  right  you'd  be,"  said  Mrs.  Bloom. 
"  You  put  it  like  a  true  friend.  True  friendship  be  a 
thought  blind  always  ;  an'  'tis  well  it  is  so,  for  where 
there's  clear  seeing  between  any  two  human  beings, 
old  or  young,  man  or  woman,  perfect  friendship  can't 
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be.  That's  why  I've  always  kept  my  mouth  shut  so 
close  all  my  life  ;  and  I  ban't  going  to  begin  to  open 
it  now  I'm  turned  forty-five — not  even  to  you,  my 
dear." 

"  Not  a  word  would  I  believe — not  a  syllable," 
repeated  Honor. 

"  An'  not  a  word  would  you  hear  from  me — good 
or  bad.  What  she  said  was  kindly  meant — very 
kindly  meant  indeed.  It  only  showed  that  no  two 
humans  look  at  life  from  the  same  point  of  view. 
We  knowed  that  afore.  For  my  own  part  I've 
always  declared  that  'twas  weak  of  you  to  believe 
all  they  stories  of  ghosts  an'  goblins,  an'  dancing 
stones  an'  the  like.  As  a  deep-thinking  an'  true 
Christian  I  feel  it.  But  the  difference  between  me 
an'  her  is  that  I  say  it  to  your  face  ;  she  blames  you 
behind  your  back." 

"  Avisa  Mogridge  has  laughed  at  me  often  enough 
about  it.  That's  nothing,"  said  Honor.  "  I  know 
'tis  nonsense  really,  but  I  can't  help  believing  the 
things." 

"  I'm  very  glad  you've  got  the  sense  to  see  it  so. 
'  No,'  I  said,  '  no,  Mrs.  Mogridge,  whatever  Honor 
Haycraft  may  be,  she's  not  a  fool.  Her  father  told 
her  about  these  solemn  things  in  her  youth,  an' 
many  an  old  ancient  man  hereabouts  do  still  believe 
in  'em,  though  of  course  the  Bible  is  short  an'  sharp 
with  witches  an'  such  like.' " 
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"  She  didn't  say  I  was  a  fool  ?  " 

"  Well,  since  you  ax  me,  I  must  be  honest,  for  my 
own  soul's  sake.  Trouble  I  won't  make,  an'  you'm 
far  too  sensible  to  think  of  it  again.  '  Fool '  was  not 
the  word  she  used,  but  she  wished  you  had  more 
brains.  That  may  be  the  same  thing,  or  it  may  not. 
I  up  rather  sharp  an'  denied  you  had  any  lack  of 
intellects  ;  but  she  said  she  was  in  the  right.  '  Prove 
it,'  I  said.  '  Prove  it  you  can't,  Avisa  Mogridge. 
She'm  a  sensible,  clever,  good  girl,'  I  said,  '  an '  her 
head's  screwed  on  the  right  way.' 

"  She  bided  silent  a  moment.  Then  she  said, 
'  Honor  reckons  her  goose  is  a  swan,  an'  thinks  that 
her  ugly,  li'l  fat  boy  is  a  cherub.'  I  stared  at  her 
till  my  eyes  bulged  out ;  I  couldn't  believe  my  own 
ears.  She  meant  it,  of  course  ;  but  no  call  for  you 
to  grow  so  red,  my  dear,  she  didn't  mean  it  a  bit 
unkindly.  'Twas  just  her  honest  opinion  that  your 
little  angel  be  too  fat  an'  too  ugly  for  anything. 
'  If  you  think  that,'  I  answered  her,  'you'd  better  not 
mention  it.' " 

"  She  said  my  li'l  boy  was  ugly  ?  " 

"  She  thinks  so.  She's  positive  of  it.  She's  a  very 
honest  woman,  mind  you.  With  all  her  many  faults, 
she's  honest.  She  wouldn't  have  said  it  if  she  hadn't 
really  believed  it.     She'm  dead  certain  of  it." 

"  My  Billy  ugly !  Did  'e  ever  set  eyes  on  a  finer 
babby,  tell  me  that  ?  " 
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"  Me  ?  I  never  seed  such  a  purty  child  in  all  my 
life.  He'm  a  like  a  li'l  blue-eyed  Love  off  a 
valentine.     But  she " 

"  A  woman  who  could  say  my  child  was  ugly 
could  only  say  it  for  malice,"  declared  the  red-haired 
mother,  with  a  rising  breast. 

"  Don't  think  that.  Her  own  maidens  be  very 
homely,  you  see.  'Tis  a  little  natural  jealousy, 
belike." 

"Tis  a  lie,  Jane  Bloom,  an'  I'll  never  believe  she 
said  it — never." 

"  You'll  be  sorry  for  that  word,  Honor  Haycraft. 
Ax  her,  then.  Ax  her  if  her  didn't  tell  me  your  little 
boy  was  fat  an'  ugly.  She's  never  been  catched  out 
in  a  lie  yet,  'tis  said.  See  what  she'll  answer  you. 
An'  when  you've  heard  her  speak,  I  shall  expect  you 
to  say  you'm  sorry  to  me.  I  never  yet  willingly 
uttered  an  unkind  word  against  any  living  soul,  an' 
never  will.  If  you  want  to  live  in  a  fool's  paradise, 
that's  your  look  out.  But  it  shall  never  be  said  I 
didn't  do  my  duty  to  my  neighbour  according  to  the 
Prayer  Book  ordinance." 

With  this  vague  but  masterly  speech  Mrs.  Bloom 
rose  from  her  tea  and  held  the  cottage  door  open. 
Her  guest  took  the  hint,  and  in  ten  minutes  was  at 
home  again. 

Then  she  crossed  the  road,  and  seeing  Avisa 
Mogridge  in  her  garden  with  the  little  girls  and  the 
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infant  Billy,  who  had  been  left  in  trust  with  her, 
Honor  spoke  : — 

"Just  one  word,  an'  only  one,  afore  I  go  down  to 
the  village  an'  give  that  old  cat-a-mountain  Jane 
Bloom  the  lie  to  her  crooked  face." 

"Ah!  What  have  she  said,  then?"  asked  the 
other.  Mrs.  Mogridge  rose  from  pulling  up  weeds, 
and  lifted  her  shoulders  to  ease  her  back. 

"  She've  told  me  as  you  told  her  that  my  child 
was  fat  an'  ugly.  I  answered  in  one  word  that 
she  was  a  wicked  liar.  An'  she  answered  back  that 
I'd  better  ax  you,  for  you'd  never  been  known  to 
tell  a  falsehood  in  all  your  born  days.  Did  you 
say  it  or  didn't  you,  Avisa?  I  only  want  your 
word.  Then  I'll  go  back-along  and  give  her  what 
for." 

Mrs.  Mogridge  paused  with  a  bit  of  groundsel  in 
her  hand.  The  children  frolicked  beside  her,  and 
she  bade  them  be  silent,  sharply.  Then  she  dropped 
the  groundsel  and  turned  and  spoke. 

"  I  told  you  that  you  was  wrong  to  go  an'  speak  to 
her.  I  warned  you  against  it.  Now,  I  suppose,  the 
fat's  in  the  fire.  You'd  made  me  cross  a  fortnight 
agone,  when  you  said  that  my  Minnie's  second  teeth 
would  never  come  right.  An'  I  got  talking  like  a 
fool  just  afterward,  an'  I  certainly  said  to  Mrs.  Bloom 
that  your  goose  was  a  swan — same  as  it  is  with  all 
of  us  mothers — an'  I  said  that  your  little,  dear  boy 
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was — was  ugly.  'Twasn't  a  right  or  a  kind  thing  to 
say,  an'  I'm  very " 

"  You  said  it !  An'  like  enough  you've  said  it  a 
thousand  times.  You'm  a  wicked  traitor  ;  an'  I'll 
never  speak  to  you  again,  so  help  me  God  ;  an'  if 
your  beastly  childer  cross  my  threshold  any  more, 
or  so  much  as  touch  my  garden  pailings,  I'll  throw 
boiling  water  over  'em,  so  now  you  know,  you  evil- 
minded,  jealous  devil ! " 

Mrs.  Haycraft  spoke  no  more,  and  waited  for  no 
answer.  She  snatched  up  her  child,  rushed  into  her 
own  house,  banged  the  door  and  was  soon  sobbing 
over  her  fiat-nosed  Billy. 

IV 

When  Jane  Bloom's  husband  took  his  lady  out 
of  Postbridge,  so  that  she  might  live  down  a  con- 
nubial scandal  and  pursue  her  cleansing  occupation 
elsewhere,  it  was  supposed  that  the  deadly  and  famous 
quarrel  between  Avisa  and  Honor  would  be  healed. 
The  gossips  of  Postbridge  all  prophesied  a  speedy 
return  to  friendship  between  the  two  widows,  and 
not  a  few  well-meaning  women  set  to  work  to  play 
peacemaker.  But  their  efforts  met  no  response.  Both 
Avisa  and  Honor  made  it  clear  that  arbitration  must 
be  vain,  since  this  tragic  matter  went  deeper  than 
plummet  of  peacemaker  could  ever  sound.  Neither 
woman  would  make  the  first  move;  but  Mrs.  Mogridge 
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was  prepared  to  welcome  any  overture  from  the 
other.  She  accepted  the  inevitable  with  considerable 
philosophy  ;  rightly  appreciated  the  significance  of 
the  position  ;  perceived  how  the  idlest,  least  malignant 
word  may  sometimes  fall  like  a  scourge  upon  the  back 
of  the  careless  speaker.  She  held  herself  punished, 
and  quite  deservedly  punished,  for  a  very  foolish  error. 
She  mourned  the  event,  and  with  secret  tears  recalled 
the  wisdom  of  her  dead  partner.  Mrs.  Haycraft,  on 
the  other  hand,  nursed  her  wrath  and  kept  it  warm. 
Her  little  boy  justified  the  bygone  criticism,  and  he 
grew  less  and  less  personable.  But  how  could  she 
know  that  ?  To  her  eyes  he  was  beautiful  above  the 
children  of  men.  Daily  he  grew  more  like  his  father  ; 
daily  his  little  weak  eyes  reflected  more  of  the  blue 
of  the  sky. 

Then  he  fell  very  sick  and  died. 

A  night  of  agony  hid  Honor,  and  in  that  dark- 
ness her  tears  descended  like  winter  rain.  Hopeless, 
helpless,  red-eyed,  she  sat  by  the  small  body  ;  and 
women  came  to  comfort  her,  but  she  cursed  both 
God  and  them,  and  bade  them  depart  and  leave  her 
alone  with  grief  greater  than  daughter  of  man  had 
yet  suffered. 

The  day  before  the  funeral  the  mother  took  food, 
and  entered  upon  that  nervous,  neurotic  period 
common  to  the  time.  She  never  sat  down.  She 
roamed  for  miles  in  the  narrow  space  of  the  house 
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and  garden.  She  arranged  and  re-arranged  the 
flowers  on  the  coffin ;  she  magnified  small  griefs 
and  temporary  inconveniences.  She  quarrelled 
bitterly  with  the  undertaker  that  the  lining  of  the 
little  box  was  cheaper  than  she  had  directed.  She 
found  a  small  flaw  also  upon  the  lid.  This  was 
concealed  with  putty,  and  Honor  called  down  the 
wrath  of  the  Everlasting  upon  the  carpenter  who 
had  made  it. 

A  master  sorrow  in  the  minor  sort  now  fell 
upon  her.  There  is  a  belief  on  Dartmoor  that  if  a 
little  boy  dies,  he  should  be  carried  to  his  grave 
by  little  girls,  and  when  a  small  maid  passes  it  is 
thought  good  if  boys  are  her  bearers.  Honor 
hugged  this  tradition  as  a  precious  and  seemly 
observance  ;  but  it  chanced  that  of  small  girls  in 
Postbridge  there  were  then  but  four,  and  the  task 
she  desired  to  set  them  would  need  six  pairs  of 
hands.  The  misfortune  swiftly  mounted  into  a 
tragedy  when  viewed  from  her  distracted  standpoint. 
Her  unrestrained  grief  grew  voluble ;  she  mourned 
her  lot  to  any  who  would  listen.  From  the  first 
storm  of  weeping  and  the  first  desire  for  peace  and 
loneliness  she  became  talkative,  and,  in  a  condition 
of  sustained  incoherence,  chattered,  light-headed, 
from  morning  until  night.  She  was  rude  to  the 
clergyman  when  he  came  to  see  her.  Her  friends 
suggested    that    two    more    little    girls    should    be 
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obtained  from  Princetown,  or  some  neighbouring 
hamlet ;  but  the  poor  soul  explained  that  this  rite 
allowed  of  no  such  deviation.  The  children  must 
be  those  who  had  known  her  dead  baby,  and 
actually  played  with  him.  Others  would  not  answer 
the  proper  purpose. 

Upon  the  night  before  the  funeral  the  undertaker 
went  home  a  shattered  man,  for  the  matter  of  this 
tiny  corpse  had  troubled  him,  and  such  failure  to 
satisfy  the  parent  hurt  his  professional  feelings. 

"  There  wasn't  half  the  difficulties  when  us  laid  by 
His  Honour,  Lord  Champernowne,  Peer  of  the 
Realm  and  J. P.,  an'  ten  coaches,  an'  a  letter  of  thanks 
after  from  the  steward,"  he  grumbled  to  his  wife. 
But  she  comforted  him. 

"  The  woman's  stark  staring  mad,  my  dear.  Don't 
think  no  more  about  her.  If  you'd  lined  the  casket 
with  shining  gold,  her'd  have  grumbled  because  there 
weren't  no  diamonds  in  it.  An'  all  for  two  pound 
ten.  'Twas  like  your  big  heart  to  use  elm,  when 
any  other  man  would  have  made  deal  do  very  nice." 

Meantime,  at  the  hour  of  gloaming,  as  Dartmoor 
vanished  fold  upon  fold  into  the  purple  of  night,  did 
Avisa  Mogridge  pluck  heart,  and  cross  the  high 
road,  and  enter  her  neighbour's  house.  She  did  not 
knock,  but  lifted  the  latch  boldly,  walked  in  and 
stood  before  Honor,  where  the  unhappy  mother  sat 
and  worked  upon  a  black  bonnet  by  candle-light. 
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"  You  !  You  to  come  !  You,  as  may  be  a  witch  an' 
overlooked  my  H'l  darling,  for  all  I  know  !  "  she  cried, 
leaping  to  her  feet. 

"  Yes,  'tis  me,  Mrs.  Haycraft ;  but  no  witch.  Only 
a  woman  as  have  seed  sorrow  too — though  no  sorrow 
like  your  sorrow  just  now.  I've  come  to  tell  'e  I  love 
'e  still,  an'  I  can't  bide  away  from  'e  no  more,  an'  I 
won't.     You  shan't  drive  me  off." 

Honor  breathed  hard. 

"  Everything  do  happen  all  to  once,"  she  said. 

"  Maybe  I  didn't  ought  to  have  intruded  ;  but  I'm 
older  than  you,  an'  I  thought " 

"You  be  safe.  I'm  too  weak  to  bear  malice 
against  you.  My  darling's  screwed  down  now.  If 
you'd  seed  him  yesterday,  you'd  have  called  back 
your  wicked  word,  Avisa  Mogridge.  He  weren't 
ugly  after  he  died — he — oh  God,  an'  not  one  sound 
of  his  little  noise  in  the  house.     It's  killing  me." 

"  To  be  frank  with  you,  Honor,  you  must  marry 
again.  You'm  only  twenty-three.  Yes,  I  know  you 
be.  An'  'twas  my  little  girls  put  them  flowers  'pon 
your  window-sill  last  June  on  your  birthday  morning. 
They  done  it  afore  daybreak.  An' — an' — oh,  woman, 
I  be  broken-hearted  for  'e ;  God's  my  judge  if  I 
han't." 

Mrs.  Haycraft  was  rocking  herself  backward  and 
forward,  and  crying. 

Suddenly  she  rose  up. 
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"  Come  an'  see  the  coffin,"  she  said.  "  Several  of 
the  gentry  have  sent  greenhouse  flowers  to  me. 
There's  a  butivul  smell  to  'em." 

"  I  will  come  ;  an'  I  want  to  say  this.     My  girls — 
do  'e  let  'em  help  with  the  thing  you  want.     They'd 
make    six    with    t'other    children.      Do    'e    let   'em, 
Honor." 
"  'Tis  too  late  ;  they  can't  get  black  now." 
"  You  forget  my  old  mother  died  last  Christmas." 
"  Ah !   so  her  did — that's  lucky,"  said  Mrs.  Hay- 
craft. 

After  the  funeral  the  widows  walked  together. 
They  left  their  friends  at  Postbridge,  then  returned 
home  side  by  side. 

As  they  ascended  the  hill,  with  Avisa's  two  little 
girls  marching  together  behind  them,  a  robin  suddenly 
sang  out  sharp  and  clear. 

"Thank  the  Lord  I've  heard  that,"  said  Honor, 
very  earnestly,  alluding  to  an  ancient  fable. 

Her  reconciled  friend  nodded. 

"  I  be  very  glad  also,"  she  said.  "  To  hear  red- 
breast singing  after  a  child  is  buried,  do  mean  the 
little  one's  safe  in  Heaven  ;  though,  all  the  same, 
God  only  knows  where  the  babbies  should  go  to,  if 
not  to  Him." 


WITH  BELL,  BOOK  AND  CANDLE 


ON  a  frosty  night,  when  George  III  was  King, 
certain  men,  for  the  most  part  familiar  cus- 
tomers, sat  in  the  bar  of  the  "Golden  Anchor," 
Daleham  ;  and  amongst  them  appeared  that  welcome 
addition  to  the  usual  throng  :  a  stranger.  For  his 
benefit  old  tales  were  told  anew  and  ancient  memories 
ransacked ;  because  this  West  Country  fishing  village 
enjoyed  rich  encrustation  of  legend  and  romance, 
and  boasted  a  roll  call  of  great  names  and  great 
deeds.  Here  dwelt  the  spirits  of  bygone  free-traders, 
visible  by  night  in  the  theatre  of  their  lawless  enter- 
prises ;  and  here  even  more  notable  stories,  touching 
more  notable  phantoms,  might  also  be  gleaned  from 
ancient  intelligencers  at  the  time  of  evening  drinking. 
The  newcomer  listened  grimly  to  matters  now 
much  exercising  Daleham.  He  was  a  hard-faced 
man  with  a  blue  chin  and  black  eyes  ;  whose  short, 
double-breasted  jacket,  wide  breeches,  glazed  hat  and 
pigtail  marked  a  seafarer. 

"As  for  ghostes,"  he  said,  "can't  swear  I've  ever 
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seed  one,  but  no  sailor-man,  as  have  witnessed  the 
Lord's  wonders  in  the  deep,  would  dare  to  doubt  'em." 
"Just  picture  a  whole  throng,  my  dear ! " 
John  Cramphorn  spoke.  He  was  an  ancient  fisher, 
and  his  face  might  have  stood  for  the  Apostle  Peter's; 
but  it  quite  gave  the  lie  to  his  character,  for  this 
venerable  man  was  hand  in  glove  with  the  smugglers, 
had  himself  been  a  free-trader  of  renown,  and  now 
very  gladly  placed  his  wit  and  experience  at  the 
command  of  the  younger  generation.  No  word  was 
ever  whispered  against  him  openly,  and  yet  the 
rumour  ran  that  Johnny  had  his  share  of  every  cargo 
successfully  run  upon  these  coasts,  and  that  he  was 
the  guiding  spirit  ashore,  while  "  Merry  Jonathan,"  or 
Jonathan  Godbeer  of  Daleharn.  captained  on  the 
water  that  obscure  body  known  as  the  Daleharn 
free-traders. 

With  such  a  sailor  as  Jonathan  afloat  and  such  a 
wise-head  as  Mr.  Cramphorn  at  home,  the  local 
smugglers  earned  a  measure  of  fame  that  reached 
even  to  the  Revenue.  Indeed,  at  the  moment  of  this 
story's  opening,  the  little  fishing  village,  with  uneasy 
pride,  was  aware  that  a  Preventive  Officer  had  been 
appointed  for  its  especial  chastisement  and  control ; 
but  none  feared  the  issue.  Every  woman  and  child 
at  Daleharn  knew  that  it  would  ask  men  of  uncommon 
metal  with  hard  heads  and  thick  skulls  to  lay  their 
local  champions  by  the  heels. 
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"Ess,"  said  the  white-bearded  Cramphorn,  "ghostes 
of  men  an'  ghostes  of  hosses  tu.  Ban't  many  parishes 
as  can  shaw  'e  such  a  brave  turn  out  of  holy 
phantoms,  I  lay.  You  might  have  seed  that  ruin  in 
the  fir  trees  'pon  top  of  the  cliff  as  you  corned  down 
the  hill  p'raps?  Wheer  the  fishermen's  gardens  be. 
Well,  'twas  a  famous  mansion  in  the  old  days,  though 
now  sinked  to  a  mere  landmark  for  mackerel  boats. 
But  the  Stapledons  lived  theer  in  times  agone,  an' 
lorded  it  awver  all  the  land  so  far  as  Dartymouth,  'tis 
thought.  Of  course  they  died  like  theer  neighbours, 
an'  many  a  brave  funeral  passed  out-along  wheer  I 
grow  my  bit  of  kale  to-day.  Yet  no  account  taken 
till  theer  corned  the  terrible  business  of  Lady  Emma 
Stapledon — poor  soul.  Her  was  ordered  by  her  cold- 
hearted  faither  to  marry  a  Lunnon  man  for  his  money 
— a  gay  young  youth  of  gert  renown,  an'  as  big  a 
rip  as  ever  you  see,  an'  a  very  evil  character,  but 
thousands  of  pounds  in  the  bank  to  soften  people's 
minds.  Her  wouldn't  take  him,  however,  an'  peaked 
an'  pined,  till  at  last — two  nights  afore  the  marriage- 
day — her  went  out  alone  along  that  dangerous  edge 
of  cliff  what  be  named  the  Devil's  Tight-rope.  In 
charity  us'll  say  the  poor  maiden's  foot  slipped, 
though  if  it  did,  why  for  should  her  funeral  walk  ever 
since  when  January  comes  round  ?  Anyway  it  shows 
her  had  Christian  burial  no  doubt,  an'  the  funeral  can 
be  seen  evermore — hosses  an'  men,  hearse  an'  coffin, 
u 
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Every  moony  night  in  January  it  may  be  marked 
stealin'  like  a  fog  awver  the  tilth  by  the  old  road 
from  the  ruined  gates ;  an'  to  see  it  only  axes  a  pinch 
of  faith  in  the  beholder.  I've  watched  it  scores  o' 
dozens  o'  times — all  so  black  as  sin  an'  silent  as  the 
grave.  My  sweat  failed  like  rain  fust  time  I  seed  it, 
but  I  minded  how  the  Lord  looks  arter  His  awn.  Of 
course  an  honest,  church-going  man's  out  o'  the  reach 
o'  ghostes." 

Mr.  Cramphorn  stopped  and  buried  his  beautiful 
Roman  nose  in  some  rum  and  water.  Then  Mrs. 
Pearn,  mistress  of  the  "  Golden  Anchor,"  mended  the 
fire,  and  a  man,  sitting  in  the  ingle,  asked  a  question. 

"Where's  Jenifer  to?  'Tis  late  for  her  to  be  out 
alone." 

The  old  woman  answered  : — 

"  Gone  up  the  hill  for  green  stuff.  Her  laughs  at 
all  you  silly  men.  I  told  her  how  'twas  the  time  for 
Lady  Emma's  death-coach  ;  but  her  said  so  long  as 
they  didn't  want  her  to  get  in  an'  sit  along  wi'  she, 
her'd  not  mind  no  death-coaches,  nor  ghostes  neither." 

'"Tis  very  unseemly  for  a  maid  to  talk  so,"  declared 
the  stranger  gravely.  "  Them  as  flout  spirits  often 
have  to  pay  an  ugly  reckoning." 

Others  were  also  of  this  mind  and  Mr.  Cramp- 
horn  gave  instances. 

"  My  stars !  You'm  makin'  me  cream  with  fear, 
I'm    sure,"   said    Mrs.   Pearn,  after   supping  full    on 


WITH  BELL,  BOOK  AND  CANDLE  291 

their  horrid  recollections;  "best  to  go  up  the  hill, 
Jonathan  Godbeer,  an'  find  the  wench.  Tis  your 
work,  seeing  you'm  tokened  to  her." 

The  stranger  started  and  cast  a  sharp  glance  where 
sat  the  man  addressed.  Merry  Jonathan  was  a  tall 
and  square-built  sailor  with  a  curly  head  and  an  eye 
that  looked  all  people  squarely  in  the  face.  A  crisp 
beard  served  to  hide  his  true  expression  and  the 
cloak  of  a  smile,  usually  to  be  found  upon  his  lips, 
concealed  the  tremendous  determination  of  his 
countenance.  Indeed  he  habitually  hid  behind  a 
mask  of  loud  and  somewhat  senseless  laughter.  But 
those  who  served  him  at  his  secret  work  and  in  times 
of  peril,  knew  a  different  Jonathan,  not  to  be  de- 
scribed as  "  Merry."  Now  the  man  rose  and  grinned 
at  the  stranger  amiably  until  his  grey  eyes  were  quite 
lost  in  rays  of  crinkled  skin.  He  out-stared  the  other 
seafarer,  as  he  made  it  a  rule  to  out-stare  all  men  ; 
then  he  prepared  to  obey  his  future  mother-in-law. 

"  Mustn't  let  my  sweetheart  be  drove  daft  by " 

he  began,  when  the  inn  door  opened  and  a  girl,  with 
her  hair  fallen  down  her  back  and  a  terrified  white 
face,  appeared  and  almost  dropped  into  Godbeer's 
arms.  "  Gude  powers  !  What's  the  matter,  my  dear 
maid  ?  "  he  cried.  "  Who've  hurt  'e  ?  Who've  dared  ? 
Tell  your  Jonathan  an'  he'll  smash  the  man  like  egg- 
shells— if  'tis  a  man." 

Jenifer   clung  to  him   hysterically  and    her  teeth 
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chattered.  They  took  her  to  the  fire  and  her  mother 
brought  a  tumbler  of  spirits  and  water  at  Mr.  Cramp- 
horn's  direction. 

"  Oh  my  God,  I  knawed  how  'twould  be,"  wailed 
the  old  woman.  "  Her've  seed  what  her  didn't  ought, 
an'  now  her'll  suffer  for  it !  " 

Jenifer  was  on  her  lover's  lap  by  the  fire  and  tears 
at  last  came  to  her  eyes.  Then  she  wept  bitterly  and 
found  her  tongue. 

"  Put  your  arm  around  me,"  she  said  ;  "  close — 
close — Jonathan.  I've  seed  it — Lady  Emma's  death- 
coach — creeping  awver  the  frozen  ground  up-along. 
It  passed  wi'in  ten  yards  of  where  I  was  cutting  cab- 
bages, an'  never  such  cold  I  felt.  It  have  got  to  my 
heart  an'  I'll  die— I  knaw  it." 

"You  might  have  been  mistook,  young  woman," 
said  the  blue-muzzled  man,  civilly  ;  but  she  shook 
her  head. 

"  A  gert  hearse  wi'  feathers  an'  a  tall  man  in  front, 
an'  four  hosses  all  blacker'n  the  fir-wood  they  corned 
from.  An'  the  moonlight  shone  through  'em  where 
they  moved  away  to  the  churchyard  ;  an'  I  fainted, 
I  reckon,  then  come  to  an'  sped  away  afore  they 
returned." 

"  They'd  have  been  there  again  in  an  hour  or  two," 
declared  old  Cramphorn.  "  That's  the  way  of  it. 
Ten  o'clock  or  so  they  sets  out,  an'  back  they  come 
by  midnight  or  thereabouts." 
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Then  the  stranger  rose  to  retire,  but  before  doing 
so  he  declared  his  identity. 

"  I  may  tell  you,  neighbours,  that  I  be  the  Preven- 
tive Officer  sent  to  work  along  with  the  cutter  from 
Dartmouth.  My  name  be  Robert  Bluett,  an'  I'm  an 
old  man-o'-war's  man  an'  a  West  Countryman  like- 
wise. An'  I  look  to  every  honest  chap  amongst  'e  to 
help  me  in  the  King's  name  against  law-breakers. 
So  all's  said." 

A  murmur  ran  through  the  company. 

"  Question  is  what  be  honest  an'  what  ban't. 
Things  ban't  dishonest  'cause  Parliament  says  so," 
growled  a  long-faced,  sour  man.  "  Free  tradin's  the 
right  answer  to  wrongful  laws,  an'  'tis  for  them  up- 
along  to  mend  Justice,  not  rob  us." 

Jonathan  Godbeer,  however,  stoutly  applauded 
Mr.  Bluett. 

"  I  be  just  a  simple  fisherman  myself,"  he  said  ; 
"  but  what  I  can  do  against  they  French  rascals  I  will 
do.     You  may  count  upon  me." 

Mr.  Bluett  regarded  Johnny  Cramphorn  and  saw 
that  the  patriarch's  eyes  were  fixed  on  Godbeer  and 
full  of  amazement. 

"  You  to  say  that !  "  he  murmured,  "  you — when  us 
all  knows — but  ban't  no  business  of  mine,  thank  the 
Lord.  At  least  you  may  count  upon  an  old  man  to 
stand  by  the  King  and  his  lawful  laws,  same  as  I 
always  have  and  always  will  so  long  as  I  be  spared." 
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Riotous  laughter  greeted  these  noble  sentiments, 
and  Bluett,  vaguely  aware  that  the  company  laughed 
as  much  with  the  ancient  as  at  him,  departed  to  bed. 
He  was  staying  at  the  "Golden  Anchor"  until  his 
lodgment  at  Daleham  should  be  ready  for  him. 

II 

Great  confusion,  shouting  and  swearing  kept 
Robert  Bluett  wakeful  for  some  time,  and  next 
morning  he  learned  the  reason  of  it.  As  he  walked 
early  upon  the  quay  before  breakfast,  tried  to  master 
the  intricate  coast-line  at  a  glance  and  longed  to  be 
afloat  that  he  might  get  a  wider  and  juster  view  of 
the  red  and  honeycombed  cliffs,  a  woe-begone  figure 
approached  him — a  bent  and  hobbling  creature  that 
crawled  on  two  sticks,  wore  a  three-cornered  hat  and 
had  his  right  eye  concealed  by  a  big  black  patch. 
Only  the  flowing  beard  of  Johnny  Cramphorn  pro- 
claimed him. 

"  God  save  you,  Master  Bluett,  or  I  should  say 
'  Cap'n  Bluett,'  "  he  began.  "  The  very  man  I  wanted 
for  to  see." 

"  Who's  been  clawing  you  ? "  asked  the  Excise 
Officer. 

"  Who  but  the  Dowl's  own  anointed  ?  You  heard 
the  tantara  in  the  tap-room  ?  Well,  'twas  upon  an 
aged  piece  like  me  they  varmints  failed  like  heathen 
wolves.     Look  here  !  " 
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He  lifted  his  patch  and  showed  a  pale  blue  eye 
set  in  a  bruise  as  black  as  ink.  Thus  seen  it  sug- 
gested a  jackdaw's. 

"  Jonathan  Godbeer's  hand  done  that — the  Lord 
judge  un !  Wi'  his  bullock's  fist  he  knocked  me 
down,  'cause  I  withstood  un  to  his  face,  like  the 
prophet  withstood  David." 

"  Ban't  no  quarrel  of  mine,"  said  Mr.  Bluett, 
"though  if  all  I  hear  be  true,  me  an'  Godbeer  may 
fall  out  afore  the  world's  much  older." 

"  Ess — if  you'm  honest,  you'll  fall  out  wi'  him. 
'Twas  honesty  brought  me  these  cruel  bruises. 
When  you'd  gone,  I  rose  in  my  wrath  an'  axed  un 
how  he  dared  to  lie  to  you  so  open  ;  then  he  smote 
me." 

Mr.  Bluett's  natural  probity  here  led  him  into 
unwisdom. 

"  To  be  plain,"  he  said,  "  I  haven't  heard  no  very 
good  account  of  you  neither." 

"  Ah,  'tis  so  hard  to  get  away  from  one's  sins !  I'll 
be  honest,  Cap'n,  same  as  you  be,"  answered  Mr. 
Cramphorn.  "  I  doan't  deny  but  I've  been  a  free- 
trader in  my  time,  though  'twas  little  enough  ever  I 
made  by  it  but  a  score  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  Book 
o'  Life.  But  I've  long  been  weary  of  ill-doing  and 
be  set  'pon  the  right  road  this  many  years,  as  Parson 
Yates  will  tell  'e.  'Twas  for  the  cause  of  right  I  got 
these  blows — same  as  Paul  his  stripes — an'  though 
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I've  been  that  man's  friend  in  time  past,  now  I'm 
gwaine  to  take  vengeance  against  un,  an'  next  time 
I  hears  tell  of  his  games,  you'll  be  the  fust  to 
know  it." 

"That  will  suit  me  very  well,"  answered  Bluett. 

"  An'  I  ax  you  to  back  me  up  an'  protect  me 
henceforth  in  the  King's  name,"  continued  Johnny. 
"  To  think  of  a  man  as  would  wallop  an  old  blid  like 
me !  No  better'n  a  murderer — there  he  is  now ! 
Doan't  you  go  away  from  me  till  he've  passed 
us  by." 

Jonathan  Godbeer  walked  along  the  quay  to  the 
boats.  He  scowled  at  old  Cramphorn  and  touched 
his  hat  to  the  officer. 

"  Marnin',  sir  !  I  see  thicky  old  rat  have  got  'e  by 
the  ear.  I  thrashed  un  last  night,  ancient  though  he 
be,  for  calling  me  a  smuggler  afore  the  company  ;  an' 
I'll  thrash  un  every  time  he  dares  to  do  the  like. 
Take  care  how  you  put  your  trust  in  him,  for  the 
Faither  of  Lies  be  a  fule  to  that  man.  He  never 
done  nobody  a  gude  turn  in's  life ;  though  he'll  get  a 
gude  turn  yet  hisself  when  the  cart  goes  from  under 
him  an'  leaves  him  dancin'  'pon  a  rope.  I  warn  'e 
against  un  for  all  his  white  beard  !  " 

Jonathan  grinned  at  his  own  prophecy  and  de- 
parted ;  Cramphorn  shook  his  fist  and  chattered 
curses ;  and  Mr.  Bluett  went  upon  his  way.  He  was 
puzzled  but  not  ill-pleased. 
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"  When  thieves  fall  out,  honest  men  come  by  theer 
own,"  he  reflected,  and  returned  to  breakfast. 

Jenifer  Pearn  waited  upon  him  at  his  meal  and 
took  occasion  to  give  Mr.  Bluett  yet  another  version 
of  the  brawl  that  had  troubled  his  slumbers  over 
night ;  but  as  she  loved  Merry  Jonathan,  her  story 
redounded  little  to  the  smuggler's  discredit. 

'  They  all  want  to  be  your  friends,"  she  explained  ; 
"but,  except  my  Jonathan,  theer  ban't  a  pin  to 
choose  among  'em.     He'm  honest  as  daylight." 

Mr.  Bluett  thereupon  changed  the  subject,  and 
trusted  that  Jenifer  was  none  the  worse  for  her 
fright.  The  girl  had  a  dark,  keen  face,  was  built 
generously  and  evidently  enjoyed  unusual  physical 
strength  for  a  woman.  Yet  the  old  sailor  recollected 
that  she  had  been  no  more  than  a  pleasant  armful 
for  her  future  husband. 

"  I  be  well  again,"  she  said,  "  yet  I  wish  I  hadn't 
seen  no  such  dreadful  contrivance,  I'm  sure.  'Tis  a 
very  sad  thing  an'  mother  sez  how  Parson  Yates  did 
ought  to  be  axed  to  faace  they  phantoms  in  the  name 
of  the  Lord  wi'  a  bell,  a  book  an'  a  cannel,  'cordin'  to 
the  right  an'  holy  way  in  such  matters.  But  Gran'- 
faither  Newte  an'  Toby  Pearn,  my  great-uncle,  an'  a 
gude  few  other  auld  parties  say  that  Lady  Emma's 
funeral  be  the  chiefest  glory  of  Daleham  an'  'twould 
be  a  thousand  pities  to  go  an'  lay  it  wi'  a  bit  of 
parson's  work." 
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The  officer  was  interested. 

"For  my  part,"  he  said,  "  I  think  if  the  poor  soul 
killed  herself  two  hundred  years  ago,  'tis  time  her 
was  laid  peaceful  an'  reg'lar  as  by  law  appointed. 
'Tis  all  us  can  do  for  ghostes  ;  to  lay  'em  ;  an'  even 
then  it  axes  a  clergyman.  An'  the  holiest  have 
got  to  mind  theer  p's  an'  ^'s,  for,  make  a  mistake,  an' 
so  like  as  not  they'm  tored  to  pieces  for  their  trouble." 

"  I'd  rather  not  hear  tell  no  more  about  it,"  an- 
swered Jenifer,  shivering  and  looking  uneasily  about 
her.  "  But  this  I  knaw  ;  Parson  Yates  ban't  the  man 
for  the  job — so  meek  as  Moses  he  be,  an'  would  run 
from  a  goose,  let  alone  a  ghostey." 

"  If  'tis  proved  his  duty,  he've  got  to  faace  it,  how- 
ever,— same  as  all  of  us  has  got  to  faace  our  duty," 
declared  Mr.  Bluett. 

Ill 

A  week  elapsed  and  the  tragic  dispute  between 
Merry  Jonathan  and  his  ancient  ally  grew  into  a  nine 
days'  wonder.  That  the  newcome  representative  of 
law  was  responsible  for  their  quarrel  none  doubted, 
for  Mr.  Bluett  had  arrived  in  an  hour  not  auspicious 
from  the  smugglers'  standpoint.  He  was  at  Daleham 
a  fortnight  earlier  than  most  people  expected  him, 
and  the  presence  of  himself  and  his  mates  had 
threatened  directly  to  interfere  with  greater  matters 
than    he   guessed.     Yet   the   secret   of   a    cargo,    its 
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arrival  nigh  Daleham  and  the  hour  and  place,  now 
came  frankly  into  Robert  Bluett's  keeping,  since  old 
Cramphorn — his  friendship  turned  to  gall  under 
Godbeer's  heavy  hands — for  once  followed  the  un- 
familiar paths  of  rectitude.  So,  at  least,  he  declared 
to  the  Exciseman,  though  even  Mr.  Bluett,  whose 
mind  was  cast  in  simple  mould,  perceived  that  a 
private  hatred  and  a  private  grudge  were  responsible 
for  the  patriarch's  treachery,  rather  than  any  desire 
to  do  right.  It  was  mention  of  his  former  partner 
that  always  stung  old  Johnny  into  passion,  made  his 
beard  shake  and  his  voice  go  shrill  and  cracked. 

"  A  mighty  haul  of  French  fishes — brandy — baccy 
lace  an'  such  like ;  an'  now  I'm  a  changed  man  an' 
shall  take  no  part,"  he  explained  to  his  new  friend. 

"  Theer's  foreign  fal-lals  'bout  that  young  woman 
to  the  inn,"  said  Mr.  Bluett.  "Stuff  that  never 
corned  honest  about  her  neck,  I'll  swear." 

"  His  gift.  They'm  tokened,  though  God  send 
you'll  lay  un  by  the  heels  an'  show  her  the  mistake 
she'm  makin'  in  time.  An'  now  listen,  for  I  doan't 
want  to  be  seen  with  you  in  public  no  more.  When 
I  quarrelled  with  the  man, — Godbeer, — I  knowed 
he'd  change  the  appointed  date ;  an'  sure  enough  he 
did  so.  But  theer's  wan  hand  of  his  crew — no  call 
to  name  names — who  be  on  my  side ;  an'  he've  told 
me  the  real  date.  Which  that  is  Wednesday  next,  if 
this  here  north-east  wind  holds." 
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"  That's  the  day  I  be  taking  my  men  to  Dartmouth." 

"D'you  think  Merry  Jonathan  doan't  know  that? 
He  knows  everything.  He  knows  I  be  talkin'  to 
'e  now ;  but  he  doan't  know  what  I've  told  'e ;  and 
he'd  be  ravin'  mad  if  he  did." 

"  Us  mustn't  go  to  Dartmouth  then." 

"  No  fay!  But  you  must  let  him  think  you  have. 
You  must  start  by  day  an'  get  back  after  dusk  an'  lie 
by  the  cliff  roads — some  of  your  chaps  by  each  ;  for 
theer  ban't  no  other  ways  up.  An'  the  Dartymouth 
cutter  must  slip  out  the  moment  after  dimpsy  light ; 
an'  wi'  any  luck  you'll  take  the  Frenchman  tu.  Of 
course  Wednesday  be  the  day  Cap'n  Wade  always 
sails  west  wi'  the  cutter.  He'm  such  a  man  of  method 
that  the  smugglers  know  to  a  mile  wheer  the  fool  be, 
so  reg'lar  as  they  know  moon  an'  tides." 

"  I'll  change  all  that,"  declared  Bluett. 

"  An'  best  begin  Wednesday  ;  an'  you  must  swear 
on  your  dying  oath  my  name  doan't  come  out.  For 
Jonathan  would  swing  for  me,  so  cheerful  as  a  flea,  if 
he  heard  I'd  informed." 

The  officer  regarded  Johnny  with  stern  contempt. 

"  The  dirty  work  of  the  world  have  got  to  be  done; 
an'  your  breed  never  dies,"  he  said;  "you're  not  nice, 
but  you're  needful — like  vultures  an'  jackals  as  I've 
seed  around  foreign  ports.     No,  I'll  not  name  you." 

"  As  to  reward  ?  Theer's  my  friend  tu,  as  have 
told   me  the   secret.     'Tis    right    us    should   get  our 
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deserts  for  smashing  that  cowardly  dog.  An'  God, 
he  knows  how  poor  I  be.  But  theer'll  be  a  thousand 
golden  guineas  in  it  for  you,  so  like  as  not ;  an'  if  you 
take  the  foreigner,  her'll  be  worth  a  Jew's-eye,  for  she's 
a  butivul  thing  by  all  accounts,  though  if  the  cutter 
catches  her  'twill  be  by  stealth,  not  salin'." 

"  'Twould  make  a  stir,"  admitted  the  other, 
cautiously.  Then  a  sudden  wave  of  suspicion 
crossed  his  mind. 

"If  you're  lying  to  me,  you'll  repent  it,"  he  said. 

"Judge  by  what  I  lose,"  retorted  the  old  man, 
almost  tearfully.  "  To  put  this  harvest  into  your 
hands  is  to  rob  my  own  pocket.  Baccy  an'  winter 
drinkin' — I  give  up  all  for  the  hate  I  bear  against  that 
man.     But  take  my  word  or  leave  it." 

Old  Cramphorn's  bitterness  of  expression  and  the 
lean  fist  raised  and  shaken  at  Merry  Jonathan's  empty 
boat  hard  by,  went  far  to  convince  Mr.  Bluett.  That 
day  he  hired  a  horse  and  rode  over  to  Dartmouth  and 
in  the  evening  met  his  secret  accomplice  again  among 
the  usual  crowd  at  the  bar  of  the  "  Golden  Anchor." 
Jonathan  Godbeer  was  not  present,  but  the  rest  of 
the  company  now  knew  the  officer  by  name  and 
treated  him  with  outward  civility  and  respect. 

The  conversation  ran  on  Lady  Emma's  death- 
coach.  Even  Parson  Yates  had  been  awakened 
from  his  abstracted  existence  by  the  reports  of  this 
singular  apparition,  for  many  had  seen  it  of  late  and 
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not  a  few  fearfully  approached  their  pastor  upon  the 
subject.  That  evening,  indeed,  the  folk  awaited  news 
of  some  definite  decision  from  Daleham's  spiritual 
leader,  because,  as  Jenifer  Pearn  told  the  Exciseman, 
though  certain  ancient  celebrities  had  objected  to 
interference  with  a  vision  so  historical,  others  held  it 
a  scandal  that  any  patrician  maiden's  spirit  should 
thus  continue  to  revisit  the  scenes  of  her  life  and 
taking  off.  Greater  matters  occupied  Robert  Bluett's 
mind,  but,  sailor-like,  he  loved  a  ghost,  and  his  life 
had  not  changed  the  superstitious  nature  of  him.  He 
listened  with  the  rest,  therefore,  while  Johnny  related 
what  had  passed  between  himself  and  the  clergyman. 

"  'Twas  hard  to  shake  sense  into  the  old  gen'leman. 
He  doan't  want  to  believe  it,  though  theer's  his  open 
Bible  staring  him  in  the  face  every  day  of  his  life. 
But  a  man's  reason  be  nought  against  the  pull  of 
conscience  ;  so  he'm  gwaine  up-along  to  see  for  his- 
self.  Then,  if  the  things  do  appear  to  his  sight,  he'll 
go  forth  in  the  name  of  the  Lord  to  quench  'em." 

"  He'll  never  do  it — such  a  timorous  man  as  him," 
said  Mrs.  Pearn  ;  but  Cramphorn  assured  him  that 
the  deed  was  done. 

"  He've  gone  to-night.  I  started  along  with  un. 
'  Shall  I  come  with  'e,  your  reverence?'  I  axed  him. 
An'  he  said  '  No,'  though  he'd  have  liked  to  say  'Ess.' 
'  Who  wants  man's  aid  if  his  hand  be  in  his  Mas- 
ter's ? '   he  sez   to   me.     'Not  your  reverence,  that's 
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sartain,'  I  sez  to  him.     Then  he  went  up-along  and  I 
corned  in  here." 

Conversation  continued  and  then,  some  half  an 
hour  later,  a  little  man  in  clerical  costume,  with  tiny 
legs  that  shook  beneath  him,  suddenly  entered  the 
inn.  He  was  very  pale  and  blinked  at  the  blazing  oil 
lamp  above  the  bar. 

"'Tis  his  reverence's  self!"  cried  Mrs.  Pearn. 

"  No  less,  my  good  woman,  no  less.  A  glass  of 
your  best  brandy,  please.     I — I " 

"  You'm  gallied — you'm  likewise  skeered.  I  see  it 
in  your  worshipful  manner  of  shaking  below  the 
knee.  I  wish  to  God  you  had  let  me  go  along  with  'e. 
But,  my  stars!  you  must  have  corned  down  Red  Hill 
properly  quick,  if  so  be  you  went  to  the  top  of  un." 

"  I  did  descend  quickly,  John  Cramphorn.  I  have 
no  hesitation  in  declaring  that  never  have  I  come 
down  that  hill  so  fast  before.  The  Lord  looked  to  it 
that  I  dashed  not  my  foot  against  a  stone.  And, 
furthermore,  this  apparition  is  no  mere  conceit  of 
ignorance  or  bucolic  fancy  ;  I  myself,  my  friends, 
have  seen  it;  and  I  heartily  wish  that  I  had  not 
done  so." 

"  Pass  the  glass  to  his  reverence,  Jenifer,  will  'e  ; 
an'  get  you  out  of  the  armchair,  Toby,  an'  let  minis- 
ter come  by  the  fire.  I've  put  in  hot  water  an'  sugar 
an'  the  brandy  be " 

She  stopped.     All  men  knew  the  brandy  of  the 
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"  Golden  Anchor,"  but  it  was  not  considered  good 
manners  to  criticise  it. 

Mr.  Yates  drank,  then  colour  returned  to  his  little 
grey  face  and  he  passed  his  glass  for  a  second  dose. 

"  I  could  discourse  upon  this  theme  at  very  consider- 
able length,"  he  said  ;  "  but  the  matter  calls  for  deeds 
rather  than  words,  or  perhaps  I  should  say  both." 

"  No  doubt,  as  a  man  of  God,  your  duty  do  lie 
clear  afore  you,  if  I  may  say  so  respectful," 
ventured  Robert  Bluett;  and  the  pastor  admitted 
that  it  was  so. 

"  By  the  help  of  Heaven  these  unhappy  beings, 
that  here  dwell  midway  between  earth  and  heaven, 
must  be  laid  to  rest,"  he  said.  "  Thaumaturgy,  or 
working  of  miracles,  can  only  still  subsist  at  the 
desire  of  Jehovah,  and  if  He  wills  that  I  liberate 
these  funereal  spirits  to  their  rest,  I  can  do  it,  not 
otherwise." 

"  I  lay  you'll  do  it,  such  a  holy  man  as  you,"  fore- 
told Johnny  Cramphorn,  genially. 

"  But,  for  God's  love,  don't  mess  it  up,"  added  Mr. 
Bluett,  "  'cause  if  you  make  any  error,  they'll  rend  'e 
to  tatters." 

"If  Heaven  wills  and  my  health  permits,  I  go  on 
Tuesday  night  in  all  the  dignity  and  power  of  my 
calling,"  declared  Parson  Yates ;  "  and  now  I  will 
thank  you  to  see  me  home,  such  among  you  as  jour- 
ney on  my  way." 
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A  few  men  departed  with  their  pastor  ;  Cramp- 
horn  settled  to  his  last  pipe  and  glass  beside  the  fire ; 
and  Robert  Bluett  went  upon  his  nocturnal  duties. 
For,  since  his  arrival,  things  were  mightily  changed 
at  Daleham  ;  keen  eyes  never  closed  on  sea  or  land ; 
most  perfect  cordons  had  been  established  and  a  sure 
system  extended  far  to  east  and  west.  It  was  ad- 
mitted that  with  such  parole  of  cliffs  and  coombs, 
such  searching  scrutiny  by  night  and  day  of  every 
dark  lane,  lonely  road  and  seaward-facing  cavern,  that 
not  so  much  as  a  runlet  of  spirits  could  swim  un- 
recorded into  Daleham  or  ride  out  of  it. 

How  Merry  Jonathan  under  these  distracting  cir- 
cumstances could  continue  to  be  merry,  his  friends 
and  neighbours  wondered.  Indeed,  twice  within  a 
week  he  had  brought  back  from  the  sea  pollock  and 
conger — his  legitimate  objects  of  pursuit  at  this 
season.  But  that  Jonathan  Godbeer  should  sell  fish 
was  a  significant  sign  of  the  times,  and  already  folks 
said  that  Mr.  Cramphorn  was  avenged. 

IV 

Gentle  snow  fell  through  a  grey  night  as  a  party 
of  men  and  women  marched  up  Red  Hill  upon  the 
following  Tuesday  evening.  An  invisible  moon  made 
all  this  clear.  Parson  Yates  led  the  way  with  his 
cassock  hitched  out  of  the  snow  and  with  a  stout  boy 
on  either  side  of  him.  One  lad  bore  a  candle,  and  the 
other  a  little  bell. 
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"  Butivul  night  for  a  holy  deed,  I'm  sure,"  said  Mr. 
Cramphorn.  Mrs.  Pearn,  Jenifer  and  Mr.  Bluett 
walked  beside  him  and  a  dozen  villagers  accompanied 
them.  The  matter,  however,  at  their  pastor's  desire, 
had  been  kept  as  far  as  possible  from  the  general  ear. 

"  I  hope  as  you'm  lookin'  sharp  to  the  roads  an' 
the  quay  an'  Smugglers'  Lane  as  usual,"  whispered 
Johnny  to  Robert  Bluett.  "  Some  long  tongue  be 
sure  to  blab  this  business ;  an'  if  the  Frenchman's 
laying  off,  they  might  signal  her  in  to-night,  'stead  of 
to-morrow." 

"  Not  so  much  as  a  sea-otter  could  go  from  sea  to 
shore  without  one  of  my  men  would  know  it," 
answered  the  other. 

"Then  a  great  load  be  off  my  mind,  I  assure  'e." 

Red  Hill  above  Daleham  was  a  sandstone  bluff 
that  sprang  up  near  three  hundred  feet  abruptly 
from  the  sea,  and,  save  at  low  tides,  deep  water 
always  ran  beneath.  Upon  its  head  a  rough  tonsure 
of  wind-worn  pine  trees  circled  the  grey  ruins  of 
Stapledon  manor-house,  and  inland  therefrom  ex- 
tended the  fishermen's  gardens  and  stretched  two 
roads.  One  of  these  ways  led  to  Daleham  Church 
and  the  country ;  the  other  was  that  up  which  Parson 
Yates  and  his  company  now  climbed  from  the  village. 

"Here  will  we  stand,"  said  the  good  man,  "and 
should  anything  in  the  nature  of  a  superhuman 
visitation  occur,  you  must  light  your  candle,  Richard 
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Trout,  and  you,  Noah  Collins,  after  I  have  lifted  my 
voice  the  first  time,  must  strike  upon  the  bell  thrice 
— for  each  Person  of  the  Ever-blessed  Trinity.  And 
see  no  wax  falls  from  the  candle  on  to  my  book,  boy." 

They  drew  up  outside  the  belt  of  fir  and  all 
endured  half  an  hour  of  misery,  for  the  snow,  though 
slight,  persisted  and  the  air  and  earth  were  bitter 
cold.  Presently,  however,  the  snow  thinned  to 
scattered  flakes,  then  stopped  ;  a  star  stole  out  and 
touched  the  white  carpet  with  silver.  Then  came  the 
beat  of  the  church  clock  telling  ten,  and,  as  if  in 
answer,  a  sigh  ran  through  the  woods,  and  gloomy 
figures  moved  beneath  the  trees. 

Silent  as  a  dream  and  darker  than  night  itself 
against  the  snow,  a  black  pageant  crept  from  the 
forest,  and  crossed  the  open  land.  One  tall  figure, 
above  man's  common  stature,  moved  in  front,  and 
following  him  came  horses  that  drew  a  plumed 
hearse,  while  certain  footmen  moved  orderly  behind. 
Then  did  Dick  Trout,  with  shaking  blue  fingers, 
strike  tinder  and  make  a  flame,  and  Noah  Collins  pre- 
pared to  beat  a  triple  tattoo  upon  his  bell.  Only  Mr. 
Yates  himself  unhappily  failed  at  the  critical  pinch. 

"  Give  it  'em  ;  give  it  to  'em,  my  dear  soul,  or 
they'll  be  gone  ! "  implored  Mr.  Cramphorn  in  frantic 
accents.  But  the  little  man  had  dropped  his  book 
from  a  numbed  and  shaking  hand,  and,  by  the  time 
he  had  picked  it  up  again,  the  ghostly  funeral  was 
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sweeping  along  the  church  road,  already  half 
swallowed  up  by  night. 

"  I  lacked  the  power  of  speech,"  stuttered  Mr. 
Yates.  "  I  cannot  deny  it — the  spirit  of  fear  came 
upon  me  and  I  dropped  my  book." 

"Give  'em  a  broadside  coming  back,  your  reverence 
— if  'tis  true  as  they  do  come  back,"  suggested  Bluett. 

Twenty  minutes  later  a  man  approached  by  the 
road  from  the  church,  and  Cramphorn  eagerly  in- 
quired of  him  whether  he  had  seen  the  funeral. 

"  Funeral  ?  No,  I  seed  no  funeral,"  answered  the 
voice  of  Merry  Jonathan.  "  Be  that  Parson  Yates 
huntin'  ghostes  again  ?  " 

"  We  have  come  to  liberate  these  unhappy  phan- 
toms and  so  far  failed.  They  passed  before  I 
summoned  presence  of  mind  to  address  them." 

"  '  Passed  ?  '    When  ?    Why  for  didn't  I  see  'em  ?  " 

"You!"  snorted  Johnny  Cramphorn.  "Who  be 
the  likes  of  you  to  see  such  holy  things  ?  " 

Jonathan  growled  and  approached  Jenifer  and  her 
mother. 

"  Best  you  women  come  home,  else  you'll  get  your 
nozes  frozen  off,  an'  the  spirits  won't  thaw  'em  for 
'e,  'cepting  those  at  home." 

"  Let  us  have  no  irreverence,  Jonathan  Godbeer," 
said  the  clergyman.  "  You  will  do  better  to  add  your 
prayers  to  ours,  that  my  courage  may  be  sustained 
and  my  voice  strengthened  for  the  coming  ordeal." 
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The  captain  of  the  smugglers  did  not  answer,  but 
strode  forth  and  walked  over  white  ground  lately 
traversed  by  the  procession  of  spirits. 

"  Doan't  'e  cross  theer  track,  my  dear  man,"  cried 
Mrs.  Pearn  ;  "  else  ten  to  one  they'll  blast  'e  crooked 
for  the  rest  of  your  days  !  " 

But  her  caution  came  too  late.  Godbeer  stood  and 
gazed  upon  the  snow  where  the  spectral  hearse  had 
passed.  Then  he  lifted  his  voice  and  shouted  with 
all  his  might. 

"  Gauger  Bluett !  Gauger  Bluett !  This  here  be 
your  job,  not  parson's.  Quick,  man,  quick  !  Ghostes 
or  no  ghostes,  the  snow's  took  their  shoe  marks  if  I 
see  right.  Boots  an'  hoofs  an'  wheels — no  bogies 
them.  Ha-ha !  the  spirits  that  passed  along  here  was 
inside  the  hearse,  not  outside ! " 

The  Exciseman  and  others  rushed  forward  to  find 
Merry  Jonathan's  words  were  true,  for  the  new-fallen 
snow  had  been  trampled  with  feet  of  men  and  horses, 
and  seamed  with  tracks  of  heavy  wheels. 

"Theer  now!  I've  often  thought  they  rascals 
might  have  'e  that  way,  Cap'n,"  said  Godbeer,  with 
deep  concern.  "To  think  of  the  wickedness  o'  the 
world !  Just  come  in  the  trees  behind  the  ruin. 
'Tweern't  my  business,  of  course,  but  more'n  wance 
walkin'  'pon  the  beach  below,  takin'  the  air  at  low 
tide,  I've  looked  up  at  the  face  of  the  cliff  by  night 
and  fancied  I  seed  ropes  pulling  things  up  the  preci- 
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pice.  Then  I  thought,  '  No — surely  not.  Can't  be 
no  hookem-snivey  doings  under  darkness  wi'  such  a 
man  as  Cap'n  Bluett  amongst  us." 

Jonathan  grinned  and  the  moon  came  out  and 
touched  his  white  teeth.  Cramphorn  held  up  a  lan- 
tern, and  Bluett  himself  uttered  words  not  seemly  for 
the  ear  of  Parson  Yates. 

Then  he  turned  to  follow  the  direction  of  the 
smugglers'  funeral. 

"  I  bid  every  honest  man  come  along  with  me  in 
the  King's  name,"  he  cried.  "  Them  as  have  done 
this  deed  shall  smart  for  theer  night's  work  yet !  " 

"  Us'll  all  help  'e  heart  an'  soul,  I'm  sure,"  declared 
Merry  Jonathan.  "  We'm  a  thought  behind  the  rogues, 
I  fear.     But  what's  that  with  right  'pon  our  side  ?  " 

They  scrambled  and  hastened  along  the  rutted 
snow,  and  Cramphorn  and  Godbeer  commented  in 
cheerful  chorus  on  the  event  as  they  trotted  beside 
the  furious  officer. 

"  What  I'm  fearin'  is  that  these  scamps  have  been 
at  theer  games  all  the  week,"  gasped  the  aged 
Johnny  while  he  shuffled  forward.  "  Theer's  a  dark 
plot  against  our  good  name,  and  while  we've  all  been 
countin'  to  rub  it  in  to-morrow  night,  they've  run  theer 
cargo  and  hid  it  in  the  ruin  of  the  Manor  this  long- 
ful  time — pulled  it  up  the  cliff  an'  been  takin'  it  away 
reg'lar  night  after  night,  while  honest  men  was  on  the 
watch — some  place  else." 
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"  Makes  me  near  burst  wi'  rage,"  said  Jonathan, 
"  an'  all  them  fine  fellows  ready,  an'  the  cutter  sailin' 
about  over  the  sea  so  butivul !  An'  perhaps  the 
cargo  was  run  that  very  night  Cap'n  Bluett  corned 
amongst  us  at  the  '  Golden  Anchor,'  an'  told  us  what 
a  great  man  he  was.  All  play-actin',  an'  even  my 
own  girl  Jenifer  to  come  home  so  frightened.  To 
think  a  man's  own  girl  would  deceive  him  so 
wicked  !  " 

"  Wi'  Pastor  Yates  at  his  post  tu,  tryin'  so  hard  to 
larn  us  all  better  ! "  panted  Cramphorn. 

Now  ahead  loomed  a  huge  black  object  where 
crossways  met  at  a  lonely  spot  nearly  a  mile  inland. 
It  was  empty  and  proved  to  be  the  skeleton  of  a  farm 
waggon  painted  black,  boarded  up,  and  adorned  with 
tufts  of  shavings  dipped  in  tar.  The  snow  had  been 
trampled  for  twenty  yards  round  about  it,  and  indica- 
tions of  other  wheels  diverged  landward  on  three 
sides  into  the  night. 

Cramphorn,  Godbeer  and  Robert  Bluett,  now  far 
ahead  of  their  companions,  stood  before  this  spectacle. 

"  They've  done  you  by  G —  !  "  gasped  the  old  man. 
"  An'  to  think  of  all  your  bold  heroes  with  theer 
swords  an'  cutlasses  an'  pistols  a-sitting  freezing  in 
every  lane  and  by  every  drain  an'  rat-hole  around  the 
village !  'Tis  amazin'  such  things  be  allowed  to  fall 
out." 

The   officer   did    not  answer.     He    had    seen    the 
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ancient  and  Godbeer  grin  amiably  each  upon  the 
other,  and  now  his  thick  skull  appreciated  the  truth, 
and  he  turned  to  chew  his  gall  alone. 

Merry  Jonathan  shouted  after  him. 

"  Ten  to  one  they'll  tell  'e  that  Maypole  chap  as 
walked  in  front  of  the  funeral  was  a  man  by  the 
name  of  Godbeer.  But  don't  you  b'lieve  it,  Cap'n. 
You'll  never  catch  me  an'  Master  Cramphorn  in  no 
such  job." 

"  Though  we've  made  up  our  difference,  as  becomes 
Christian  men,"  declared  Johnny. 

Bluett  turned  and  addressed  them. 

"  They  cry  loudest  who  cry  last,"  he  said.  "  The 
stones  be  piled  as'll  hold  you  tight  yet,  you  bowl- 
dacious  thieves  ;  an'  the  wood  be  seasoned  as  you'll 
swing  from." 

Cramphorn  wagged  his  beard. 

"  My  stars  !  Hark  to  un  !  Theer's  a  sour  temper! 
Theer's  sorry  thanks  for  all  we've  done  !  'Tis  a  very 
thankless  generation  for  sartain.  Gimme  your  arm 
back-along,  Merry.  We'm  most  tu  good  to  mix  wi' 
common  men — you  an'  me — that's  the  naked  truth 
of  it." 
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on  Business. 

Balfour  (Graham).  THE  LIFE  OF 
ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON.  Second 
Edition.  Two  I  ~olit?ites.  Demy  Svo.  z$s. 
net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Bally  (S.  E.).     See  Commercial  Series. 

Banks  (Elizabeth  L.).      T  HE  AUTO- 
BIOGRAPHY   OF    A    'NEWSPAPER 
GIRL.'     With  a  Portrait  of  the  Author  and 
her  Dog.  Second  Edition.    Crown  Sao,    6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Barham  (R.  H.).     See  Little  Library. 

Baring    (The    Hon.  Maurice).     WITH 
THE   RUSSIANS    IN    MANCHURIA. 
Demy  Svo.     -js.  6d.  net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Baring-Gould  (S.).  THE  LIFE  OF 
NAPOLEON  BONAPARTE.  With  over 
450  Illustrations  in  the  Text,  and  12  Photo- 
gravure Plates.  Gilt  top.  Earge  quarto.  36s. 

THE  TRAGEDY  OF  THE  C/ESARS. 
With  numerous  Illustrations  from  Busts, 
Gems,  Cameos,  etc.  Fifth  Edition.  Royal 
Svo.     10s.  6d.  net. 

ABOOKOF  FAIRYTALES.  With 
numerous  Illustrations  and  Initial  Letters 
by  Arthur  J.  Gaskin.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  8710.     Buckram.     6s. 

A  BOOK  OF  BRITTANY.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

OLD  ENGLISH  FAIRY  TALES.  With 
numerous  Illustrations  by  F.  D.  Bedford. 
Second  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  Buckram.  6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 


THE  VICAR  OF  MORWENSTOW :  A 
Biography.  A  new  and  Revised  Edition. 
With  a  Portrait.     Cro7un  Svo.     3s.  6d. 

DARTMOOR:  A  Descriptive  and  Historical 
Sketch.  With  Plans  and  numerous  Illus- 
trations.    Croicn  Sz'O.     6s. 

THE  BOOK  OF  THE  WEST.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Twovolumes.  V0I.1. 
Devon.  Second  Edition.  Vol.  11.  Cornwall. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo,     6s.  each. 

A  BOOK  OF  NORTH  WALES.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

A  BOOK  OF  SOUTH  WALES.  With 
many  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

*THE  RIVIERA.     With  many  Illustrations. 
Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

A  BOOK  OF  GHOSTS.  With  8  Illustra- 
tions by  D.  Murray  Smith.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.    6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

OLD  COUNTRY  LIFE.  With  67  Illustra- 
tions. Fifth  Edition.  Large  Crozun  Svo.  6s. 

A  GARLAND  OF  COUNTRY  SONG: 
English  Folk  Songs  with  their  Traditional 
Melodies.  Collected  and  arranged  by  S. 
Baring-Gould  and  H.  F.  Sheppard. 
Demy  ^to.     6s. 

SONGS  OF  THE  WEST  :  Traditional  Ballads 
and  Songs  of  the  West  of  England,  with  their 
Melodies.  Collected  by  S.  Baring-Gould, 
M.A.,  and  H.  F.  Sheppard,  M.A.  In  4 
Parts.  Parts  I.,  //.,  ///.,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Part  IV. ,  4 j.  In  One  Volume,  PaperSides, 
Cloth  Back,  10s.  net.;  Roan,  15J. 

See  also  The  Little  Guides  and  Methuen's 
Half-Crown  Library. 

Barker  (Aldred  F.).  See  Textbooks  of 
Technology. 

Barnes  (W.  E.),  D.D.  See  Churchman's 
Bible. 

Bamett  (Mrs.  P.  A.).     See  Little  Library. 

Baron(R.  R.  N.),  M.A.  FRENCH  PROSE 
COMPOSITION.  Second  Edition.  Cr.Svo. 
2s.6d.  Key,  3s.  net.  See  also  Junior  School 
Books. 

Barron  (H.  M.),  M.A.,  Wadham  College, 
Oxford.  TEXTS  FOR  SERMONS.  With 
a  Preface  by  Canon  Scott  Holland. 
Crown  Svo.     3s.  6a. 

Bastable(C.  F."),  M.A.  See  Social  Questions 
Series. 

Batson  (Mrs.  Stephen).  A  BOOK  OF 
THE  COUNTRY  AND  THE  GARDEN. 
Illustrated  by  F.  Carruthers  Gould  and 
A.  C.  Gould.     Demy  Svo.     \os.  6d. 

A  CONCISE  HANDBOOK  OF  GARDEN 
FLOWERS.     Fcap.  Svo.     3s.  6d. 

Batten  (Loring  W.),  Ph.D.,  S.T.D.,  Some 
time  Professor  in  the  Philadelphia  Divinity 
School.  THE  HEBREW  PROPHET. 
Crown  Svo.     3s.  6d.  net. 

Beaman(A. Hulme).  PONSASINORUM; 
OR,  A  GUIDE  TO  BRIDGE.  Second 
Edition.     Fcap.  Svo.     2s, 


Messrs.  Methuen's  Catalogue 


Beard  (W.  S.).  See  Junior  Examination 
Series  and  the  Beginner's  Books. 

Beckford  (Peter).    THOUGHTS  ON 

HUNTING.  Edited  by  J.  Otho  Paget, 
and  Illustrated  by  (5.  H.  Jai.i.and.  Second 
and  Cheaper  Edition.     Demy  Sz'O.     6s. 

Beckford  (William).     See  Little  Library. 

BeecMng  (H.  C.),  M.A.,  Canon  of  West- 
minster.    See  Library  of  Devotion. 

'Begbie  (Harold).  MASTER  WORKERS. 
With  Illustrations.     DcinvSvo.     js.6li.net. 

Belimen (Jacob).  DIALOGUES  ON  Tin; 
SUPERSENSUAL  LIFE.  Edited  by 
Bernard  Holland.     Fcap.  Svo.    ->,s.6d. 

Belloc(Hilaire).    PARIS.    WithMapsand 

Illustrations.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
Bellot(H.  H.L.),  M.A.  THE  INNER  AND 

Ml  1)1  M.I':    TEMPLE.       With    numerous 

Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.     6s.  net. 
Si  lealso  L.  A.  A.  Jones. 
Bennett  (W.  H.),  M. A.     A  PRIMER  OF 

THE  BIBLE.     Second  Edition.     Cr.  Svo. 

■2S.   6d. 

Bennett  (W.  H.)  and  Adeney  (W.  F.).  A 
BIBLICAL  INTRODUCTION.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  Svo.      ys.  6d. 

Benson  (Archbishop).    GOD'S  BOARD: 

Communion  Addresses.    Ecap.  Svo.    y  6d. 
net. 
Benson  (A.  C),   M.A.      See  Oxford  Bio- 
Benson  (R.  M.).      THE  WAY  OF  HOLI- 
NESS:  a  Devotional  Commentary  on  the 
119th  Psalm.     Crown  Svo.     5s. 
Bernard  (E.  R.).  M.A.,  Canon  of  Salisbury. 
THE  ENGLISH  SUNDAY.     Ecap  Svo. 
is.  6d. 
Bertouch  (Baroness    de).     THE  LIFE 
OF  FATHER  IGNATIUS,  O.S.B.,  THE 
MONK  OF  LLANTHONY.     With  Illus- 
trations.    Demy  Svo.     \os.  6d.  net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
Betham-Edwards (M.).  HOME  LIFE  IN 
FRANCE.        With     many     Illustrations. 
Second  Edition.     Demy  Svo.     js.  6d.  net. 

Bethune-Eaker  (J.   F.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of 

Pembroke  College,  Cambridge.  See  Hand- 
books of  Theology. 

Bidez  (M.).     See  Byzantine  Texts. 

Biggs  (C.  R.  D.),  D.D.  See  Churchman's 
Hible. 

Bindley  (T.  Herbert),  B.D.  THE  OECU- 
MENICAL  DOCUMENTS  OF  THE 
FAITH.  With  Introductions  and  Notes. 
Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

Binyon  (Laurence).     THE  DEATH  OF 

ADAM,  AND  OTHER  POEMS.     Crown 

Zvo.     3-r.  6d.  net. 
♦WILLIAM    BLAKE.     In  2  volumes. 

Quarto.     £t,  IS.  each.     Vol.  r. 
Bil'nstingl  (Ethel).  See  Little  Rooks  on  Art. 
Blair    (Robert).      See     Illustrated    Pocket 

Library. 
Blake  (William).      See   Illustrated   Pocket 

Library  and  Little  Library. 


See     Library     of 
S  H  A  K  E- 


Blaxland   (B.).,    M.A. 

Devotion. 
Bloom  (T.  Harvey),   M.A. 

S  P  E  A  R  E  '  S    CAR  D  E  N.    With  Illus- 

trations.  Ecap.  Svo.  3J.  6d.  ;  leather.,  41.  6d. 

net. 
BlOUet  (Henri).    See  The  Beginner's  Books. 
Boardman  (T.  H.),  M.A.     See  Text  Books 

of  Techno] 
Bodley  (J.  E.C).  Author  of  '  France.'     TH  E 

CORONATION     OF     EDWARD     VII. 

Demy  Svo.     21s.net.     By  Command  of  the 

Body  "(George),  D.D.  THE  SOUL'S 
PILGRIMAGE:  Devotional  Readings 
from  his  published  and  unpublished  writings. 
Selected  and  arranged  by  J.  H.  Burn,  P.  D. 
F.R.S.E.     Pott  Svo.    zs.6d. 

Bona  (Cardinal).    See  Library  of  Devotion. 

Boon  (F.  C-).     See  Commercial  Series. 

Borrow  (George).     See  Little  Library. 

Bos  (J.    Ritzema).      AGRICULTURAL 

ZOOLOGY.  Translated  by  J.  R.  AlNS- 
wohth  Davis,  M.A.  With  an  Introducti.ni 
by  Eleanor  A.  Ormerod,  F.E.S.  With 
155  Illustrations.  CroivnSvo.  Third  Edition. 
3s.  6d. 

Botting  (C.  G.),  B.A.  EASY  GREEK 
EXERCISES.  Crown  Svo.  2s.  See  also 
Junior  Examination  Series. 

Boulton  (E.  S.),  M.A.  GEOMETRY  ON- 
MODERN  LINES.     CrownSvo.     is. 

■Boulton    (William    B.).      THOMAS 

CAINSBOROUCH  :  His  Life,  Times, 
Work,  Sitters,  and  Friends.  With  40  Illus- 
trations.    Demy  Svo.     ys.6d.net. 

»SIR  JOSHUA  REYNOLDS.  With  40 
Illustrations.     Demy  Svo.     is.6d.nct. 

Bowden  (E.  M.).  THE  IMITATION  OF 
I!  U  D  D  H  A  :  Being  Quo'^'ons  from 
Huddhist  Literature  for  each  Day  in  the 
Year.    Ei/th  Edition.    Crown  \6mo.    is.  6d. 

Boyle  (W.).  CHRISTMAS  AT  THE  ZOO. 
With  Verses  by  W.  Boyle  and  24  Coloured 
Pictures  by  H.  B.  Neilson.    Super  Royal 

l6»!  0.       2S. 

Brabant  (F.  G.),  M.  A.    See  The  Little  Guides. 

Br  0  drick  ( Mary)  and  Morton  (Anderson  >. 
A  CONCISE  HANDBOOK  OF  EGYP- 
TIAN ARCH.EOLOGY.  With  many 
Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.     js.  6d. 

Brooke  (A.  S..)  M.A.  SLINGSBYAND 
S1.1NGSBY  CASTLE.  With  many  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  Svo.    ys.  6d. 

Brooks  (E.  W.  ).     See  Byzantine  Tests. 

Brown  (P.  H.),  Fraser  Professor  of  Ancient 
(Scottish)  History  at  the  University  of  Edin- 
burgh. SCOTLAND  IN  THE  TIME  OF 
QUEEN  MARY.    Demy  Svo.     ys.6d.net. 

Browne    (Sir  Thomas).      See  Methuen's 

Standard  Library. 
Brownell  (C.   L.).      THE    HEART    OF 
JAPAN.       Illustrated.        Third    Edition. 
Crown  Svo,     6s.  ;  also  Demy  Svo.     6d. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
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BrOWlling  (Robert).     See  Little  Library. 

Buckland  (Francis  T.).  CURIOSITIES 
OF  NATURAL  HISTORY.  With  Illus- 
trations by  Hakry  B.  Neilson.  Crown 
Svo.     3s.  6d. 

Buckton  (A.  M.).  THE  BURDEN  OF 
ENGELA  :  a  Ballad-Epic.  Second  Edi- 
tion.    Crown  Svo.     3s.  6d.  net. 

EAGER  HEART  :  A  Mystery  Play.  Third 
Edition.     Crown  Svo.     x*.  net. 

Budge  (E.  A.  Wallis).  THE  GODS  OF 
THE  EGYPTIANS.  With  over  100 
Coloured  Plates  and  many  Illustrations. 
Two  Volumes.     Royal  Svo.     ,£3,  3.J.  net. 

Bull  (Paul),  Army  Chaplain.      GOD  AND 
OUR  SOLDIERS.     CrownSvo.    6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Bulley  (Miss).    See  Social  Questions  Series. 

Bunyan  (John).  THE  PILGRIM'S  PRO- 
GRESS. Edited,  with  an  Introduction, 
by  C.  H.  Firth,  M.A.  With  39  Illustra- 
tions by  R.  Anning  Bell.  Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 
See  also  Library  of  Devotion  and  Methuen's 
Standard  Library. 

Burch  (G.  J.),  M.A.,  F.R.S.  A  MANUAL 
OF  ELECTRICAL  SCIENCE.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.     3s. 

Burgess  (Gelett).     GOOPS  AND  How 

TO  BE  THEM.  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions.    Small  4I0.     6s. 

Burke  (Edmund).  See  Methuen's  Standard 
Library. 

Bum  (A.  E.),  D.D.,  Prebendary  of  Lichfield. 
See  Handbooks  of  Theology. 

Burn  (J.  H.),  B.D.     See  Library  of  Devotion. 

*Burnand  (Sir  F.  C).  RECORDS  AND 
REMINISCENCES,  PERSONAL  AND 
GENERAL.  With  a  Portrait  by  H.  v. 
Herkomer.  Crown  Svo.  Fourth  and 
Cheaper  Edition.     6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Burns  (Robert),  THE  POEMS  OF. 
Edited  by  Andrew  Lang  and  W.  A. 
Craigie.  With  Portrait.  Third  Edition. 
Demy  Svo,  gilt  top.     6s. 

Burnside  (W.  F.),  M.A.  OLD  TESTA- 
MENT HISTORY  FOR  USE  IN 
SCHOOLS.     Crown  Svo.     y.  6d. 

Burton  (Alfred).  See  Illustrated  Pocket 
Library. 

•Bussell  (F.  W.),  D.D.,  Fellow  and  Vice- 
President  of  Brasenose  College,  Oxford. 
CHRISTIAN  THEOLOGYAND 
SOCIAL  PROGRESS:  The  Bamp- 
ton  Lectures  for  1905.  Demy  Svo.  12J.  6d. 
net. 

Butler  (Joseph).  See  Methuen's  Standard 
Library. 

Caldecott  (Alfred),  D.D.  See  Handbooks 
of  Theology. 

CalderWOOd  (D.  S.),  Headmaster  of  the  Nor- 
mal School,  Edinburgh.  TEST  CARDS 
IN  EUCLID  AND  ALGEBRA.  In  three 
packets  of  40,  with  Answers,  is.  each.  Or 
:n  three  Books,  price  2d.,  2d.,  and  3d, 


Cambridge  (Ada)  [Mrs.  Cross],  thirty 

YEARS   IN   AUSTRALIA.      Demy  Svo 

•js.  6d. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
Canning  (George).     See  Little  Library. 
Capey  (E.  F.  H.).     See  Oxford  Biographies. 
Careless  (John).       See    Illustrated    Pocket 

Carlyle  (Thomas).  THE  FRENCH  re- 
volution. Edited  by  C.  R.  L. 
Fletcher,  Fellow  of  Magdalen  College, 
Oxford.     Three  Volumes.    Crown  Svo.   zSs. 

THE  LIFE  AND  LETTERS  OF  OLIVER 
CROMWELL.  With  an  Introduction 
by  C.  H.  Firth,  M.A.,  and  Notes  and 
Appendices  by  Mrs.  S.  C.  Lomas.  Three 
Volumes.     Demy  Svo.     iSs.  net. 

Carlyle  (R.  M.  and  A.  J.),  M.A.    See 

Leaders  of  Religion. 

"Carpenter  (Margaret).  THE  CHILD 
IN  ART.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Chamberlin  (Wilbur   B).     ORDERED 

TO  CHINA.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Channer  (C.  C.)  and  Roberts  (M.  E.). 
LACE-MAKING  IN  THE  MIDLANDS, 
PAST  AND  PRESENT.  With  16  full- 
page  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

Chatterton  (Thomas).  See  Methuen's 
Standard  Library. 

Chesterfield  (Lord),  THE  LETTERS  OF, 
TO  HIS  SON.  Edited,  with  an  Introduc- 
tion by  C.  Strachey,  and  Notes  by  A. 
Calthrop.     Two  Volumes.    Cr.  Svo.     12s. 

'Chesterton  (G.  K).     DICKENS.    With 

Portraits    and    Illustrations.       Demy    Svo. 
■js.  6d.  net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Christian  (F.  W.)  THE  CAROLINE 
ISLANDS.  With  many  Illustrations  and 
Maps.     Demy  Svo.     12s.  6d.  net. 

Cicero.     See  Classical  Translations. 

Clarke  (F.  A.),  M.A.  See  Leaders  of 
Religion. 

Cleather  (A.  L.)  and  Crump  (B.). 
RICHARD  WAGNERS  MUSIC 
DRAMAS  :  Interpretations,  embodying 
Wagner's  own  explanations.  In  Four 
Volumes.  Fcap  Svo.  2s.  6d.  each. 
Vol.  1. — The  Ring  of  the  Nibelung. 
Vol.    11. — Parsifal,    Lohengrin,    and 

The  Holy  Grail. 
•Vol.  in. — Tristan  and  Isolde. 

Clinch  (G.)    See  The  Little  Guides. 

ClOUgh  (W.  T.),     See  Junior  School  Books. 

Coast  (W.  G),  B.A.  EXAMINATION 
PAPERS  IN  VERGIL.     Crozvn  Svo.     2s. 

CObb  (T.).     See  Little  Blue  Books. 

*Cobb  (W.  F.),  M.A.  THE  BOOK  OF 
PSALMS :  with  a  Commentary.  Demy 
Svo.     10s.  6d.  net. 

'Coleridge  (S.  T.),  SELECTIONS  FROM. 
Edited  by  Arthur  Symons.  Fcap.  Svo, 
ss.  6d.  net. 
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Collins  (W.  E.),  M.A.  Sec  Churchman's 
Library. 

Colonna.  HYPNEROTOMACHIA  POLI- 
PHILI  UBI  HUMANA  OMNIA  NON 
NISI  SOMNIUM  ESSE  DOCKT 
ATQUE  OBITER  PLURIMA  SCITU 
SANE  QUAM  DIGNA  COMMEMO- 
RAT.  An  edition  limited  to  350  copies  on 
handmade  paper.  Folio.   Three  Guineas  net. 

Combe  (William).  Sec  Illustrated  Pocket 
Library. 

Cook  (A.  M.),  M.A.     See  E.  C.  Marchant. 

Cooke-Taylor  (K.  W-).  See  Social  (Ques- 
tions Series. 

CorellK  Marie).  THE  PASSING  OFTHE 
GREAT  QUEEN:  A  Tribute  to  the 
Noble  Life  of  Victoria  Rcgina.  Small 
4  to.     \s. 

A  CHRISTMAS  GREETING.   Sm.  4/0.    is. 

Corkran  (Alice).     See  Little  Books  on  Art. 

Cotes  (Rosemary).   DANTE'S  GARDEN. 

With    a    Frontispiece.        Second    Edition. 

Fcai.  87'C.     2,f.  6d. ;  leather,  3s.  6d.  net. 
BIBLE   FLOWERS.       With  a    Frontispiece 

and  Plan.     Fcap.  Zvo.     zs.  6d.  net. 
Cowley  (Abraham).     See  Little  Library. 
>;Cowper  (William),  THE  POEMS  OF. 

Edited  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  by 

J.   C.    Bailey,    M.A.     With   Illustrations, 

including     two     unpublished     designs     by 

William  Blake.     Two  Volumes.     Dettiy 

Svo     10.?.  6Y.  net. 
COX  (J.  Charles),  I.L.D.,  F.S.A.     See  Little 

Guides,  The  Antiquary's  Books,  and  Ancient 

Cities. 
COX   (Harold),   B.A.      See  Social  Questions 

Series. 
Crabbe  (George).     See  Little  Library. 

Craigie(W.  A.).   A  PRIMER  OF  BURNS. 

Crown  Zro.     2s.  6d. 

Craik(MrS-).    See  Little  Library. 

Crashaw  (Richard).     See  Little  Library. 

Crawford  (F.  G.).     See  Mary  C.  Danson. 

Crouch  (W.).  BRYAN  KING.  With  a 
Portrait.     Crown  %i<o.     3s.  6d.  net. 

Cruikshank  (G.)  THE  LOVING  BAL- 
LAD OF  LORD  BATEMAN.  With  11 
Plates.      Crown  i6>/to.     is.  6d.  net. 

From   the   edition  published   by  C.    Tilt, 
1811. 

Crump  (B.).    See  A.  L.  Cleather. 

Cunliffe  (F.  H.  E.),  Fellow  of  All  Souls' 
College,  Oxford.  THE  HISTORY  OF 
THE  BOER  WAR.  With  many  Illus- 
trations, Plans,  and  Portraits.  In  2  7:ols. 
Quarto.     15.C  each. 

Cutts(E.  L.),D.D.     See  Leaders  of  Religion. 

Daniell  (G.  W.).,  M.A.  See  Leaders  of 
Religion. 

Danson    (Mary  C.)  and  Crawford  (F. 

G.).       FATHERS     IN    THE     FAITH. 

Small  Sr'o    is.  6d. 
Dante.     LA   COMMEDIA    DI    DANTE. 

The  Italian  Text  edited  by  Paget  Toynbee, 

M.A.,D.Litt.     Crown  %vo.     6s. 


*THE      PUR.GATORIO     OF      DANTE. 

Translated    into    Spenserian   Prose   by  C. 

Gordon  Wright.     With  the  Italian  text. 

Fcap.  8vo.     2s.  6d.  net. 

Sec  also  Paget  Toynbee  and  Little  Library. 

Darley  (George).     See  Little  Library. 
D'Arcy  (R.  F.),  M.A.     A  NEW  TRIGON- 
OMETRY FOR  BEGINNERS.     Crown 
6z>o.     is.  6d. 

Davenport  (Cyril).  See  Connoisseur's 
Library  and  Little  l'.ookson  Art. 

*Davis  (H.  W.  C.I,  M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor 
of  Balliol  College,  Author  of  '  Charlemagne.' 
ENGLAND  UNDER  THE  NORM  \\S 
AND  ANGEV1NS:  1066-1072.  With 
Maps  and  Illustrations.  Demy  Zvo.  10s.  6d. 
net. 

Dawson  (A.  J.).  MOROCCO.  Being  a 
bundle  of  jottings,  notes,  impressions, 
tales,  and  tributes.  With  many  Illustra- 
tions.    Demy  Zvo.      io.r.  fid.  net. 

Deane(A.  C).    See  Little  Library. 
Delbos (Leon).    THE  METRIC  SYSTEM. 

Crown  Zvo.    zs. 
Demosthenes.  THE OLYNTHIACS AND 

PHILIPPICS.  Translated  upon  a  new 
principle  by  Otho  Holland  Crown  Zvo. 
2J.  6d. 

Demosthenes,    against  conon  and 

CALLICLES.       Edited    with    Notes    and 

Vocabulary,  by  F.   Dakwin   Swikt,   M.A. 

J'ca/i.  Zvo.     2 s. 
Dickens  (Charles).      See  Little  Library  and 

Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 
Dickinson  (Emily).     POEMS.    First  Series. 

Crown  Zvo.     4-f.  6d.  net. 
Dickinson  (G.  L.\  M.A.,   Fellow  of  King's 

College,      Cambridge.        THE      GREEK 

VIEW     OF      LIFE.        Third     Edition. 

Crown  Zvo.     2s.  6d. 
Dickson  (H.  N.l.  F.R.S  E.,  F.R.Met.  Soc. 

METEOROLOGY.      Illustrated.      Crown 

%vo.     2.t.  6d. 
Dilke  (Lady).     See  Social  Questions  Series. 
Dillon  (Edward).    See  Connoisseur's  Library. 

Ditchfield(P.  H.),  M.A.,  F.S.A. 

THE     STORY      OF      OUR      ENGLISH 

TOWNS.       With     an      Introduction     by 

Augustus  Jessopp,  D.D.     Second  Edition. 

Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
OLD    ENGLISH    CUSTOMS:    Extant    at 

the   Present   Time.     Crown   Zz'O.     6s.     See 

also  Mcthuen's  H.ilf-crown  Library. 
Dixon  (W.   M.),   M.A.    A     PRIMER    OF 

TENNYSON.     Second  Edition.      Crown 

Zto.     zs.  6d. 
ENGLISH  POETRY  FROM   BLAKE  TO 

BROWNING.      Second  Edition.      Crown 

Dole'(N.'H.)..   FAMOUS   COMPOSERS. 

With    Portraits.       Two    Volumes.      Demy 

Zvo.  121.  net. 
*Doney  (May),    songs  OF  THE  REAL. 

Crown  Stjo.     3s.  6d.  net. 
A  volume  of  poems. 
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Douerlas  (James).  THE  MAN  IN  THE 
PULPIT.     Crown  ivo.     zs.  6d.  net. 

DOWden  (J.),  D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of  Edin- 
burgh.    See  Churchman's  Library. 

Drage  (G-)     See  Books  on  Business. 

Driver  (S.  R.),D.D.,  D.C.L.,  Canon  of  Christ 
Church,  Regius  Professor  of  Hebrew  in  the 
University  of  Oxford.  SERMONS  ON 
SUBJECTS  CONNECTED  WITH  THE 
OLD  TESTAMENT.  Crown  ivo.  6s. 
See  also  Westminster  Commentaries. 

Drytmrst  (A.  R.).     See  Little  Books  on  Art. 

DugUid  (Charles).     See  Books  on  Business. 

Duncail  (S.  J.)  (Mrs.  Cotes),  Author  of  '  A  I 
Voyage  of  Consolation.'  ONTHEOTHER 
SIDE  OF  THE  LATCH.  Second  Edition.  . 
Crown  ivo.     6s. 

Dunn  (J.  T.),  D.  Sc. ,  and  Mundella  (V.  A.). 

GENERAL  ELEMENTARY  SCIENCE. 

With   114   Illustrations.      Second  Edition. 

Crown  iz'O.    3J.  6d. 
Dunstan  (A.  E.),  B.Sc.     See  Junior  School 

Books. 
Durham  (The  Earl  of).    A  REPORT  ON 

CANADA.     With   an    Introductory   Note. 

Demy  ivo.     4s.  6d.  net. 
Dutt  (W.  A.).     A  POPULAR  GUIDE  TO 

NORFOLK.     Medium  ivo.     6d.  net. 
THE    NORFOLK    BROADS.      With 

coloured  and  other  Illustrations  by  Frank 

Southgate.     Large  Demy  ivo.     6s.     See 

also  The  Little  Guides. 
Earle  (John),  Bishop  of  Salisbury.     M ICRO- 

COSMOGRAPHIE,    or    A    PIECE   OF 

THE     WORLD     DISCOVERED;      in 

ESSAYES    AND    CHARACTERS.       Post    l6»l0. 

2s  net. 
Edmonds,  (Major  J.  E.),  R.E. ;  D.A.Q.- 

M.G.     See  W.  Birkbeck  Wood. 

Edwards  (Clement).  See  Social  Questions 
Series. 

Edwards  (W.  DOUglas).  See  Commercial 
Series. 

Egan  (Pierce).  See  Illustrated  Pocket 
Library. 

*Egerton  (H.  E.),  M.A.  A  HISTORY  OF 
BRITISH  COLONIAL  POLICY.  New 
and  Cheaper  Issue.  Demy  ivo.  7s.  6d.  net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Ellaby  (C.  G.).     See  The  Little  Guides. 

Ellerton  (F.  G.).     See  S.  J.  Stone. 

Ellwood  (Thomas),  THE  HISTORY  OF 
THE  LIFE  OF.  Edited  by  C.  G.  Crump, 
M.A.     Crown  ivo.     6s. 

Engel  (E.).  A  HISTORY  OF  ENGLISH 
LITERATURE:  From  its  Beginning  to 
Tennyson.  Translated  from  the  German. 
Demy  ivo.     7s.  6d.  net. 

"Erasmus.  A  Book  called  in  Latin  EN- 
CHIRIDION MILITIS  CHRISTIANS 
and  in  English  the  Manual  of  the  Christian 
Knight,  replenished  with  most  wholesome 
precepts,  made  by  the  famous  clerk  Erasmus 
of  Roterdame,  to  the  which  is  added  a  new 
and  marvellous  profitable  preface. 


From  tiie  edition  printed  by  Wynken  de 
Worde  for  John  Byddell,  1533.  Ecap.  ivo. 
3s.  6d.  net. 

Fairbrother  (W.  H.),  M.A.  THE  PHILO- 
SOPHY OF  T.  H.  GREEN.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  ivo.     $s.  6d. 

Farrer  (Reginald).    THE  GARDEN  OF 
ASIA.     Second  Edition.     Crown  ivo.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Ferrier  (Susan).     See  Little  Library. 

Fidler  (T.  Claxton),  M.Inst.  C.E.  See 
Books  on  Business. 

Fielding  (Henry).  See  Methuen's  Standard 
Library. 

Finn  (S.  W.),  M.A.  See  Junior  Examination 
Series. 

Firth  (C.  H.),  M.A.  CROMWELL'S 
ARMY:  A  History  of  the  English  Soldier 
during  the  Civil  Wars,  the  Commonwealth, 
and  the  Protectorate.     Crown  ivo.     6s. 

Fisher  (G.  W.),  M.A.  ANNALS  OF 
SHREWSBURYSCHOOL.  With  numer- 
ous Illustrations.     Demv  ivo.     \os.  6d. 

FitzGerald  (Edward).  ,THE  RUBAIYAT 
OF  OMAR  KHAYYAM.  Printed  from 
the  Fifth  and  last  Edition.  With  a  Com- 
mentary by  Mrs.  Stephen  Batson,  and  a 
Biography  of  Omar  by  E.  D.  Ross.  Crown 
ivo.     6s.     See  also  Miniature  Library. 

Flecker  (W.  H.),  M.A.,  D.C.L.,  Headmaster 
of  the  Dean  Close  School,  Cheltenham. 
THE  STUDENT'S  PRAYER  BOOK. 
Part  1.  Morning  and  Evening  Prayer 
and  Litany.  With  an  Introduction  and 
Notes.    Crown  ivo.    2s.  6d. 

Flux  (A.  W.),  M.A.,  William  Dow  Professor 
of  Political  Economy  in  M'Gill  University, 
Montreal.  ECONOMIC  PRINCIPLES. 
Demy  ivo.     7s.  6d.  net. 

ForteSCUe  (Mrs.  G.)  See  Little  Books  on 
Art. 

Fraser    (David).      A    MODERN    CAM- 
PAIGN;  OR,  WAR  AND  WIRELESS 
TELEGRAPHY   IN    THE  FAR  EAST. 
Illustrated.     Crown  ivo.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Fraser  (J.  F.).     ROUND  THE  WORLD 
ON  A  WHEEL.      With  100  Illustrations. 
Fourth  Edition    Crown  ivo.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

French  (W.),  M.A.  See  Textbooks  of  Tech- 
noloev. 

Freudenreich  (Ed.  von).  DAIRY  BAC- 
TERIOLOGY. A  Short  Manual  for  the 
Use  of  Students.  Translated  by  J.  1'.. 
Ainsworth  Davis,  M.A.  Second  Edition 
Reznsed.     Crown  it'O.     2s.  6d. 

Fulford  (H.  W.),  M.A.  See  Churchman's 
Bible. 

C.  G.,  and  F.  C.  G.  TOHN  BULL'S  AD- 
VENTURES IN  THE  FISCAL  WON- 
DERLAND. By  Charles  Geake.  With 
46  Illustrations  by  F.  Carruthers  Gould. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  ivo.     is.  net. 

GalliChan  (W.  M.).    See  The  Little  Guides. 
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Gambado  (Geoffrey,  Esq.).    See  Illustrated 

Pocket  Library. 

Gaskell  (Mrs.).     See  Little  Library. 

Gasquet,  the  Right  Rev.  Abbot,  O.S.B.  See 
Antiquary's  Books. 

George  (H.  B.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  New  College, 
Oxford.  BATTLES  OF  ENGLISH  HIS- 
TORY. With  numerous  Plans.  Fourth 
Edition.  Revised,  with  a  new  Chapter 
including  the  South  African  War.  Crown 
Svo.     js.  6d. 

A  HISTORICAL  GEOGRAPHY  OF  THE 
BRITISH  EMPIRE.    Cro-wn  Zvo.-is.6d. 

Gibbins  (H.  de  B.),  Litt.D.,  M.A.  IN'- 
DUSTRY  IN  ENGLAND  :  HISTORI- 
CAL OUTLINES.  With  5  Maps.  Third 
Edition.    Veiny  8vo.     10s.  6d. 

A  COMPANION  GERMAN  GRAMMAR. 
Crown  Svo.     is.  td. 

THE  INDUSTRIAL  HISTORY  OF 
ENGLAND.  Tenth  Edition.  Revised. 
With  Maps  and  Plans.     Crown  8vo.     3$. 

ENGLISH  SOCIAL  REFORMERS. 
Second  Edition.     Croiun  Svo.     2s.  6d. 
See    also    Commercial    Series    and     Social 
Questions  Series. 

Gibbon  (Edward).  THE  DECLINE  AND 
FALL  OF  THE  ROMAN  EMPIRE. 
A  New  Edition,  edited  with  Notes,  Appen- 
dices, and  Maps,  by  J.  B.  Bukv,  M.A., 
Litt.D.,  Regius  Professor  of  Greek  at  Cain- 
bridge.  In  Seven  Volumes.  Demy  Svo. 
Gilt  top,  8s.  td.  each.  Also,  Crown  Svo. 
6s.  each. 

MEMOIRS   OF    MY    LIFE   AND  WRIT- 
INGS.     Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and 
Notes,    by    G.    Birkbeck     Hill,    LL.D. 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 
See  also  Methuen's  Standard  Library. 

Gibson  (E.  C.  S.),  D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of 
Gloucester.  See  Westminster  Commentaries, 
Handbooks  of  Theology,  and  Oxford  Bio- 
graphies. 

Gilbert  (A.  R.).     See  Little  Books  on  Art. 

Godfrey  (Elizabeth).  A  BOOK  OF  RE- 
MEMBRANCE. Second  Edition.  Fcaf. 
£-'<?.     2s.  6d.  net. 

Godley  (A.  D.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Magdalen 
College,  Oxford.  LYRA  FRIVOLA. 
Third  Edition.     Fcap.Svo.     is.  6d. 

VERSES  TO  ORDER.  Second  Edition. 
Fcafi.  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

SECOND  STRINGS.     Fcafi.      Svo.     2s.  6d. 

Goldsmith.  (Oliver).  THE  VICAR  OF 
WAKEFIELD.  With  24  Coloured  Plates 
by  T.  Rowlandson.  Royal  Svo.  One 
Guinea  net. 

Reprinted  from  the  edition  of  1817.  Also 
Fcap.  32/w.  With  10  Plates  in  Photo- 
gravure by  Tony  Johannot.  Leather,  2s.  6d. 
net.  See  also  Illustrated  Pocket  Library 
and  Methuen's  Standard  Library. 

Goodrich-Freer    (A).     IN    A    SYRIAN 

SADDLE.     Demy  Svo.     7s.  6d.  net. 
Goildge  IH.    L.),    M.A.,   Principal   of  Wells 


Theological  College.  See  Westminster  Com- 
mentaries. 

Graham  (P.  Anderson).  See  Social  Ques- 
tions Series. 

Granger  (F.  S.),  M.A.,  Litt.D.  PSYCH- 
OLOGY.  Second  Edition.  Crown  Svo. 
2s.  6d. 

THE  SOUL  OF  A  CHRISTIAN.    Crown 

Gray  (E.  M'Queen).  GERMAN  PASSAGES 

FOR  UNSEEN  TRANSLATION.  Crown 

Svo.     2s.  6d. 
Gray  (P.L.),  B.Sc.   THE  PRINCIPLES  OF 

MAGNETISM    AND    ELECTRICITY: 

an     Elementary    Text-Book.        With     181 

Diagrams.     Crown  Svo.     y.  6d. 
Green    (G.    Buckland),    M.A.,    Assistant 

Master  at  Edinburgh  Academy,  late  Fellow 
of  St.  John's  College,  Oxon.  NOTES  ON 
GREEK  AND  LATIN  SYNTAX.  Crown 
Svo.  $s.  6d. 
Green  (E.  T.),  M.A.  See  Churchman's 
Library. 

Greenidge  (A.  H.  J.),  M.A.    A  HISTORY 

OF    ROME:     During  the   Later  Republic 

and  the  Early  Pi  incipate.     In  Six  I  'olumcs. 

Demy  Svo.     Vol.  I.  (133-104  B.C.).     10s.  6d. 

net. 
Greenwell  (Dora).     Sec  Miniature  Library. 
Gregory    (R.     A.)      THE    VAULT    OF 

HEAVEN.       A    Popular    Introduction    to 

Astronomy.      With  numerous  Illustrations. 

Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 
Gregory    (MiSS    E.    C.).       See    Library    of 

Devotion. 
Greville  Minor.  A  MODERN  JOURNAL. 

Edited  by  J.  A.  Spender.  Crown  Svo. 
3$.  6d.  net. 

Grinling  (C.  H.L  A  HISTORY  OF  THE 
GREAT  NORTHERN  RAILWAY, 
1845-95.  With  Illustrations.  Revised,  with 
an  additional  chapter.     Demy  Svo.    10s.  6d. 

Grubb  (H.  C.).    See  Textbooks  of  Technology. 

Guiney  (Louisa  I.).  HURRELL 
FROUDE :  Memoranda  and  Comments. 
Illustrated.     Demy  Svo.     zos.  6d.  net. 

•Gwynn  (M.  L.).  A  BIRTHDAY  BOOK. 
New  and  cheaper  issue.  Royal  Svo.   $s.  net. 

Hackett  (John),  B.D.  A  HISTORY  OF 
THE  ORTHODOX  CHURCH  OF 
CYPRUS.  With  Maps  and  Illustrations. 
Demy  Svo.  15s.  net. 

Haddo'n  (A.  C.),  Sc.D.,  F.R.S.  HEAD- 
HUNTERS,  BLACK,  WHITE,  AND 
BROWN.  With  many  Illustrations  and  a 
Map.     Demy  Svo.     15*. 

Hadneld    (R.A.).        See    Social     Questions 

Hall  (R.  N.)  and  Neal  <W.  G.).  THE 
ANCIENT  RUINS  OF  RHODESIA. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.  Second 
Edition,  revised.     Demy  Svo.   10s.   6d.  net. 

Hall  (R.  N.).  GREAT  ZIMBABWE. 
With  numerous  Plans  and  Illustrations. 
Roy,il  Zvo.     21s.  net. 
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Hamilton     (F.    J.),    D.D.       See    Byzantine  I 

Texts. 
Hammond  (J.  L.)..  CHARLES  JAMES 

FOX  :   A  Biographical  Study.     Demy  Bvo. 
10s.  6d. 
Hannay  (D.).     A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF 
THE     ROYAL     NAVY,     From     Early  I 

Times  to  the  Present  Day.  Illustrated.  ; 
Two  Volumes.  Demy  Bvo.  js.  6d.  each,  j 
Vol.  I.    1200-16S0. 

Hannay  (James  0.),  M.A.    THE  SPIRIT  j 
AND      ORIGIN       OF       CHRISTIAN 
MONASTICISM.     Crown  8w.  6s. 

THE  WISDOM  OF  THEDESERT.  Crown 
Bvo.     3s.  6d.  net. 

Hare,  (A.  T.),  M.A.  THE  CONSTRUC- 
TION OF  LARGEIXDUCTION  COILS. 
With  numerous  Diagrams.     Demy  Bvo.     6s. 

Harrison  (Clifford).  READING  AND 
READERS.     Fcap.  Bvo.     zs.  6d. 

Hawthorne     (Nathaniel).       See    Little 

Library. 
Heath  (Frank  R.).     See  The  Little  Guides. 
Heath  (Dudley).    See  Connoisseur's  Library. 

Hello  (Ernest),     studies  in  saint- 

SHlP.  Translated  from  the  French  by 
V.   M.  Crawford.     Fcap  Bvo.     y.  6d. 

'Henderson  <B.  W.),  Fellow  of  Exeter 
College,  Oxford.  THE  LIFE  AND 
PRINCIPATE  OF  THE  EMPEROR 
NERO.  With  Illustrations.  New  and 
cheaper  issue.     Demv  Bvo.     7s.  6d.  net. 

Henderson  (T.  F.).  See  Little  Library  and 
Oxford  Biographies. 

Henley  (W.  E.).  See  Methuen's  Half-Crown 
Library. 

Henley  (W.  E.)  and  Whibley  (C).     See 

Methuen's  Half-Crown  Library. 

HenSOn  (H.  H.),  B.D.,  Canon  of'Westminster. 
APOSTOLICCHRISTIANITY:  As  Illus- 
trated by  the  Epistles  of  St.  Paul  to  the 
Corinthians.     Crarwn  Zvo.     6s. 

LIGHT  AND  LEAVEN  :  Historical  and 
Social  Sermons.     Crown  Bvo.    6s. 

DISCIPLINE    AND     LAW.      Fcap.    Bvo. 

2S.  6d. 
Herbert  (George).    See  Library  of  Devotion. 

Herbert  of  Cherbury  (Lord).  See  Minia- 
ture Library. 

Hewins  (W.  A.  S.),  B.A.  ENGLISH 
TRADE  AND  FINANCE  IN  THE 
SEVENTEENTH  CENTURY.  Crown 
Bvo.     2S.  6d. 

^Hewitt  (Ethel  M.)  A  GOLDEN  DIAL. 
Fcap.  Bvo.     2s.  6d.  net. 

HeywOOd  (W.).  PALIO  AND  PONTE  : 
A  Book  of  Tuscan  Games.  Illustrated. 
Royal  Bvo.     21 J  net. 

Hilbert  (T.).    See  Little  Blue  Books. 

Hill  (Clare).     See  Textbooks  of  Technology. 

Hill  (Henry),  B.A.,  Headmaster  of  the  Boy's 
High  School,  Worcester,  Cape  Colony.  A 
SOUTH  AFRICAN  ARITHMETIC. 
Croicn  %vo.     is.  6d. 

Hillegas   (Howard    C).      WITH    THE 


BOER  FORCES.     With  24   Illustrations. 

Second  Edition.     Crown  Bvo.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
Hobhouse   (Emily).     THE  BRUNT  OF 

THE  WAR.     With  Map  and  Illustrations. 

Crown  Sao.    6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
Hobhouse  (L.  T.),  Fellow  of  C.C.C.,  Oxford. 

THE    THEORY    OF    KNOWLEDGE. 

Demy  Bvo.     10s.  6d.  ?iet. 
HobsonU.  A.),  M.A.     INTERNATIONAL 

TRADE  :  A  Study  of  Economic  Principles. 

Crcnun  Bvo.     2s.   6d.   net.     See  also  Social 

Questions  Series. 
HOdgkin    (T.),    D.C.L.        See     Leaders     of 

Religion. 
Hodgson    (Mrs.   A.   W.).      HOW    TO 

IDENTIFY   OLD   CHINESE   PORCE- 
LAIN.    Post  Bvo.     6s. 
Hogg  (Thomas  Jefferson).     SHELLEY 

AT  OXFORD.     With  an  Introduction  by 
R.  A.  Streatfeild.     Fcap.  Bvo.     2s.  net. 
Holden-Stone    (G.  de).       See     Books    on 
Business. 

Holdich  (Sir  T.  H.).  K.C.I.E.  THE 
INDIAN  BORDERLAND  :  being  a 
Personal  Record  of  Twenty  Years.  Illus- 
trated.    Demy  Bvo.     10s.6d.net. 

Holdsworth  (W.  S.).  M.A.  A  HISTORY 
OF  ENGLISH  LAW.  In  Two  Volumes. 
Vol.   /.     Demy  Bvo.     10s.  6d.  net. 

*H0lt  (Emily).' THE  SECRET  OF  POPU- 
LARITY.    Croiun  Bvo.     3J.  6d.  net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Holyoake  (G.  J.).  See  Social  Questions 
Series. 

Hone  (Nathaniel  J. ).  See  Antiquary's  Books. 

Hoppner.     See  Little  Galleries. 

Horace.     See  Classical  Translations. 

Horsburgh  (E.  L.  S.),  M.A.  WATERLOO  : 
A  Narrative  and  Criticism.  With  Plans. 
Second  Edition.  Crown  Bvo.  5s.  See  also 
Oxford  Biographies. 

Horth  (A.C.).    See  Textbooks  of  Technology. 

Horton  (R.  F.),  D.D.  See  Leaders  of 
Religion. 

Hosie      (Alexander).        MANCHURIA. 

With   Illustrations    and    a    Map.      Second 
Edition.     Demy  Bvo.     ys.  6d.  net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

HOW  (F.  D.).  SIX  GREAT  SCHOOL- 
MASTERS. With  Portraits  and  Illustra- 
tions.   Second  Edition.    Demy  Bvo.    7s.  6d. 

HoweU  (G.).     See  Social  Questions  Series. 

Hudson  (Robert).  MEMORIALS  OF  A 
WARWICKSHIRE  VILLAGE.  With 
many  Illustrations.    Demy  Zvo.     x$s.  net. 

Hughes  (C.  E.>.  THE  PRAISE  OF 
SHAKESPEARE.  An  English  Anthol- 
ogy. With  a  Preface  by  Sidney  Lee. 
Demy  Bvo.     3s.  6d.  net. 

Hughes  (Thomasi.  TOM  BROWN'S 
SCHOOLDAYS.  With  an  Introduction 
and  Notes  by  Vernon  Rendail.  Leather, 
Royal  $2»io.     2S.  6d.  net. 


A  2 


IO 


Messrs.  Metiiuen's  Catalogue 


Hutchinson  (Horace  G.).  THE  NEW 
FOREST.  Illustrated  in  colour  with 
50   Pictures   by  WALTER    TYNDALE    and  4 

by    Miss    Lucy    Kemp    Welch.       Large 
Demy  Svo.     2\s.  net. 
Hutton    (A.    W.),    M.A.      See    Leaders    of 

Hutton  (Edward),     THE    CITIES    OF 

UMBRIA.      With   many    Illustrations,   of 

which  20  are  in  Colour,  by  A.  Pisa.     Crown 

Zvo.    6s. 
•1  SNGLISH    LOVE   POEMS.     Edited  with 

an  Introduction.  Fcap.  Zvo.  3s.  6d.  net. 
Hutton  (R.  H.).  See  Leaders  of  Religion. 
Hutton  (W.  H.),  M.A.     THE    LIFE    OF 

SIR  THOMAS  MORE.     With    Portraits. 

Second  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.  5s.     See  also 

Leaders  of  Religion. 
Hyett  (F.  A.).    A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF 

FLORENCE.     Demy  Zvo.     7s.  6d.  net. 

Ibsen    (Henrik).     BRAND.      A    Drama. 

Translated  by  William   Wilson.      Third 

Edition.    Crown  Zvo.     3s.  6d. 
Inge    (W.    R.),    M.A.,    Fellow   and  Tutor  of 

Hertford   College,    Oxford.     CHRISTIAN 

MYSTICISM.    The  Bampton  Lectures  for 

i8gg.     Demy  Zvo.     12s.  6d.  net.     See  also 

Library  of  Devotion. 
Innes(A.  D.),  M.A.    A  HISTORY  OF  THE 

BRITISH  IN  INDIA.      With  Maps  and 

Plans.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
^ENGLAND    UNDER    THE    TUDORS. 

With  Maps.     Demy  Zvo.     10s.  6d.  net. 
'Jackson  (C.   E.),  B.A.,   Science   Master  at 

Bradford  Grammar  School.     EXAMPLES 

IN  PHYSICS.     CrozunZvo.     2s.  6d. 
Jackson  (S.),  M.A.     See  Commercial  Series. 

Jackson  (F.  Hamilton).     See  The  Little 

Guides. 
Jacob  (F.),  M.A.      See  Junior   Examination 

Series. 
Jeans  (J.  Stephen).     See  Social  Questions 

Series  and  Business  Books. 

Jeffreys(D.  Gwyn).  DOLLYS  THEATRE 

CALS.  Described  and  Illustrated  with  24 
Coloured  Pictures.  Super  Royal  \6mo.  2S.6d. 

JenkS  (E.),  M.A.,  Reader  of  Law  in  the 
University  of  Oxford.  ENGLISH  LOCAL 
GOVERNMENT.     Crown  Zvo.     2s.  6d. 

Jenner  (Mrs.  H.).     See  Little  Books  on  Art. 

Jessopp  (Augustus),  D.D.  See  Leaders  of 
Religion. 

Jevons  (F.  B.),  M.A.,  Litt.D.,  Principal  of 
Hatfield  Hall,  Durham.  See  Churchman's 
Library  and  Handbooks  of  Theology. 

Johnson  (Mrs.  Barham).  w  I LLI  AM  BOD- 
HAM  DONNE  AND  HIS  FRIENDS. 
With  Illustrations.    Demy  Zvo.    ios.6d.net. 

Johnston  (Sir  H.  H.),  K.C.B.  BRITISH 
CENTRAL  AFRICA.  With  nearly  200 
Illustrations  and  Six  Maps.  Second  Edition. 
Crozun  i,to.     iSr.  net. 

■Jones  (E.  Crompton).  POEMS  OF  THE 
I  N  N  E  R  LI  F  E.  Selected  by.  Eleventh 
Edition.     Fcap.  Zvo.     2s.  6d.  net. 


Jones  (H.t.    See  Commercial  Series. 

Jones  (L.  A.  Atherley),  E.G.,  M.P.,  and 
Bellot  (Hugh  H.  L.).  THE  MINERS' 
(.UIDE  TO  THE  COAL  MINES' 
REGULATION  ACTS.  Crown  Zvo. 
2s.  6d.  net. 

Jonson  (Ben).  See  Methuen's  Standard 
Library. 

Julian  (Lady)  of  Norwich.  EEVELA- 
TIONS  OF  DIVINE  LOVE.  Edited  by 
Grace  Warrack,    Crown  Zz>o.    3s.  6d. 

Juvenal.     Sec  Classical  Translations. 

KaufmanndVL).   See  Social  QuestionsSeries. 

Keating  (J.  F.),  D.D.  THE  AGAPE 
AND  THE  EUCHARIST.  Crown  Zvo. 
3.C  6d. 

Keats  (John).  THE  POEMS  OF.  Edited 
with  Introduction  and  Notes  by  E.  tie  Selin- 
court,  M.A.  Demy  Zvo.  7s.  6d.  net.  See 
also  Little  Library  and  Methuen's  Universal 
Library. 

Keble  (John).  THE  CHRISTIAN  YEAR. 
With  an  Introduction  and  Notes  by  W.  Lock, 
D.D.,  Warden  of  Keble  College.  Illustrated 
by  R.  Anning  Bell.  Third  Edition.  Fcap. 
Zvo.  3s.  6d.  ;  padded  morocco,  $s.  See  also 
Library  of  Devotion. 

Kenipis  (Thomas  A).  THE  IMITATION 
OF  CHRIST.  With  an  Introduction  by 
Dean  Farrar.  Illustrated  by  C.  M.  Gere. 
Third  Edition.  Ecap.Zvo.  3s.  6d.;  padded 
morocco,  $s.  See  also  Library  of  Devotion 
and  Methuen's  Standard  Library. 
Also  Translated  by  C.  Bigg,  D.D.    Crown 

-Kennedy  '  (Bart.).  THE  GREEN 
SPHINX.     Crown  Zvo.     3s.6d.net. 

Kennedy  (James  Houghton),  D.D.,  Assist- 

ant  Lecturer  in  Divinity  in  the  University  of 
Dublin.  ST.  PAULS  SECOND  AND 
THIRD  EPISTLES  TO  THE  CORIN- 
THIANS. With  Introduction, Dissertations 
and  Notes.     Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Kestell  (J.  D.).  THROUGH  SHOT  AND 
FLAME  :  Being  the  Adventures  and  Ex- 
periences of  J.  D.  Kestell,  Chaplain  to 
General  Christian  de  Wet.  Crown  Zz-o.  6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Kimmins  (C.  W.),  M.A.  THE  CHEMIS- 
TRY OF  LIFE  AND  HEALTH.  Illus- 
trated.     Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

Kinglake  (A.  W.).     See  Little  Library. 

Kipling  (Rudyard).     BARRACK- ROOM 
BALLADS.     73rd  Thousand.    Crown  Zvo. 
Twenty-first  Edition.    6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
THE  SEVEN  SEAS.  62nd  Thousand.   Tenth 
Edition.     Crown  Svo{  gilt  top,  6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
THE   FIVE    NATIONS.      41st    Thousand. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
DEPARTMENTAL  DITTIES.    Sixteenth 
Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     Buckram.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
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KnowliHg  (R.  J.),  M.A.,  Professor  of  New 
Testament  Exegesis  at  King's  College, 
London.     See  Westminster  Commentaries. 

Lamb  (Charles  and  Mary),  THE  WORKS 
OF.  Edited  by  E.  V.  Lucas.  With 
Numerous  Illustrations.  In  Seven.  Volumes. 
Demy  Svo.     7s.  6d.  each. 

THE  LIFE  OF.     See  E.  V.  Lucas. 

THE  ESSAYS  OF  ELIA.  With  over  100 
Illustrations  by  A.  Garth  Jones,  and  an 
Introduction  by  E.  V.  Lucas.  Demy  Svo. 
1  os.  6d. 

THE  KING  AND  QUEEN  OF  HEARTS  : 
An  1805  Book  for  Children.  Illustrated  by 
William  Mulready.  A  new  edition,  in 
facsimile,  edited  by  E.  V.  Lucas,  is.  6d. 
See  also  Little  Library. 

Lambert  (F.  A.  H.).     See  The  Little  Guides. 

LambrOS (Professor).    See  Byzantine  Texts. 

Lane-Poole  (Stanley).  A  HISTORY  OF 
EGYPT  IN  THE  MIDDLE  AGES.  Fully 
Illustrated.     Crown  8z'0.     6s. 

Langbridge(F.)M.A.  BALLADS  OF  THE 

BRAVE  :  Poems   of  Chivalry,   Enterprise, 
Courage,  and  Constancy.    Second  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 
Law  (William).     See  Library  of  Devotion. 

Leach  (Henry).  THE  DUKE  OF  DEVON- 
SHIRE.   A  Biography.    With  12  Illustra- 
tions.    Demy  Svo.     12s.  6d.  net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Lee  (Captain  L.  Melville).    A  history 

OF  POLICE  IN  ENGLAND.  CrownSvo. 
Leigh  (Percival).  THE  COMIC  ENGLISH 

GRAMMAR.  Embellished  with  upwards 
of  50  characteristic  Illustrations  by  John 
Leech.     Post  161/10.    2s.  6d.  net. 

Lewes  (V.B.),  M.A.  AIR  AND  WATER. 
Illustrated.     Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

Lisle  (Fortunee  de).    See  Lit  tie  Books  on  Art. 

Littlehales  (H.).     See  Antiquary's  Books. 

Lock  (Walter),  D.D.,  Warden  of  Keble 
College.  ST.  PAUL,  THE  MASTER- 
BUILDER.    Second  Edition.    CrownSvo. 

•THE  BIBLE  AND  CHRISTIAN  LIFE: 

Being  Addresses  and  Sermons.    Ctown 

Svo.     6s. 
See  also  Leaders  of  Religion  and  Library 

of  Devotion. 
Locke    (John).       See    Methuen's    Standard 

Library. 
L0Cker(F.).     See  Little  Library. 
Longfellow  (H.  W.)    See  Little  Library. 

Lorimer   (George  Horace).     LETTERS 
FROM    A    SELF-MADE   MERCHANT 
TO  HIS  SON.  Thirteenth  Edition.  Ctown 
Svo.    6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

OLD  GORGON  GRAHAM.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.    6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  publisned. 

Lover  (Samuel).  See  Illustrated  Pocket 
Library. 


E.  V.  L.  and  C.  L.  G.    ENGLAND  DAY  BY 
DAY  :   Or,  The  Englishman's  Handbook  to 
Efficiency.   Illustrated  by  George  Morrow. 
Fourth  Edition.    Fcap.  ^to.     is.  net. 
A  burlesque  Year-Book  and  Almanac. 

*Lucas(E.V.).  THE  LIFE  OF  CHARLES 
LAMB.  With  numerous  Portraits  and 
Illustrations.  Two  Vols.  Demy  Svo.  21s. 
net. 

*A  WANDERER   IN   HOLLAND.     With 
many  Illustrations,  of  which  20  are  in  Colour 
by  Herbert  Marshall.    Crown  Svo.    6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Lucian.     See  Classical  Translations. 

Lyde  (L.  W.X  M.A.     See  Commercial  Series. 

LydOn  (Noel  S.).     See  Junior  School  Books. 

Lyttelton  (Hon.  Mrs.  A.),   women  AND 

THEIR  WORK.     Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

M.  M.  HOW  TO  DRESS  AND  WHAT  TO 
WEAR.     Crown  Svo.    is.  net. 

Macaulay  (Lord).  CRITICAL  AND  HIS- 
TORICAL ESSAYS.  Edited  by  F.  C.  Mon- 
tague, M.A.  Three  Volumes.  Crown  Svo. 
iSs. 

The  only  edition  of  this  book  completely 
annotated. 

M'Allen  (J.  E.  B.),  M.A.  See  Commercial 
Series. 

MacCullOCh  (J.  A.).  See  Churchman's 
Library. 

*MacCunn  (Florence).    MARY  STUART. 

With  _  over    60    Illustrations,    including    a 

Frontispiece  in  Photogravure.     Demy  Svo. 

10s.  6d.  net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published.    See 

also  Leaders  of  Religion. 
McDermott  (E.  R.).     See  Books  on  Business. 
M'Dowall  (A.  S.).     See  Oxford  Biographies. 
Mackay(A.  M.).     See  Churchman's  Library. 

Magnus  (Laurie),  M.A.    A  PRIMER  OF 

WORDSWORTH.     CrownSvo.     2s.6d. 

Mahaffy  (J.  P.),  Litt.D.  a  HISTORY  OF 
THE   EGYPT  OF  THE  PTOLEMIES. 

Fully  Illustrated.     CrownSvo.     6s. 

Maitland(F.  W.).  LL.D.,  Downing  Professor 
of  the  Laws  of  England  in  the  University  of 
Cambridge.  CANON  LAW  IN  ENG- 
LAND.    Royal  Svo.     7s.  6d. 

Maiden  (H.  E.),  M.A.  ENGLISH  RE- 
CORDS. A  Companion  to  the  History  of 
England.     Crown  Svo.     3s.  6d. 

THE  ENGLISH  CITIZEN  :  HIS  RIGHTS 
AND  DUTIES.     Crown  Svo.     is.  6d. 

*A  SCHOOL  HISTORY  OF  SURREY. 
With  many  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo. 
is.  6d. 

Marchant  (E.  C),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Peter- 
house,  Cambridge.  A  GREEK  ANTHO- 
LOGY. Second  Edition.  CrownSvo.  3s.  6d. 

Marchant  (C.  E),  M.A.,  and  Cook  (A.  M.), 
M.A.  PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION.  Second  Edition.  Crown 
Svo.     3s.  6d. 

Marlowe  (Christopher).  Sec  Methuen's 
Standard  Library. 
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Marr(J.E.),F.R.S.,  Fellow  of  St  John's  Col- 
lege, Cambridge.  THE  SCIENTIFIC 
STUDY  OF  SCENERY.  Second  Edition. 
Illustrated.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

AGRICULTURAL  GEOLOGY.  With  num- 
erous Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Marvell(  Andrew).    See  Little  Library. 
Masefield  (J.  E.)    SKA    LIFE  IX  NEL- 
SON'S TIME.     With  many  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo.     3s.  6d.  net. 

Maskell(A.)    See  Connoisseur's  Library. 

Mason(A.  J.),  D.  D.    See  Leaders  of  R< 

Massee (George).   THE  EVOLUTION  OF 

PLANT  LI  FE  :  Lower  Forms.    With  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  Svo.     2s.  fid. 

Masterman(C.  F.  G.),  M.A.    TENNYSON  | 
AS  A  RELIGIOUS  TEACHER.     Crown 
Svo.     6s. 

*Matheson  (Hon.  E.  P.).   COUNSELS  OF 

LIFE.     Fcap.  Svo.     zs.  6d.  net. 

A    volume    of    Selections   in    Prose    and 
Verse. 
May  (Phil).     THE  PHIL  MAY  ALBUM. 
Second  Edition.     t,to.     is.net. 

Mellows  (Emma  S.).  A  SHORT  STORY 
OF  ENGLISH  LITERATURE.  Crown 
Svo.     3s.  6d. 

"Methuen  (A.  M.  S.).    the  tragedy 

OF  SOUTH  AFRICA.  Cr.  Svo.  2s.  net. 
A  revised  and  enlarged  edition  of  the 
author's  '  Peace  or  War  in  South 
Africa. ' 

ENGLAND'S  RUIN  :  Discussed  in  Six- 
teen Letters  to  the  Right  Hon. 
Joseph  Chamberlain,  M.P.  Crown  Svo. 
^d.  net. 

Michell  (E.  B).  THE  ART  AND  PRAC- 
TICE OF  HAWKING.  With  3  Photo- 
gravures by  G.  E.  Lodge,  and  other  Illus- 
trations.    Demy  8110.     10s.  6d. 

*Millais  (J.  G.).  THE  LIFE  AND  LET- 
TERS OF  SIR  JOHN  EVERETT 
MILLAIS,  Presidentof  the  Royal  Academy. 
With  many  Illustrations,  of  which  2  are  in 
Photogravure.  New  Edition.  Demy  Svo. 
■js.  6d.  net. 

Millais  (Sir  John  Everett).     See  Little 

Galleries. 

MilliS  (C.  T.),  M.I.M.E.  See  Textbooks  of 
Technology. 

Milne  (J.  G.),  M.A.  A  HISTORY  OF 
ROMAN  EGYPT.  Fully  Illustrated. 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 

*Milt0n,  John,  THE  POEMS  OF,  BOTH 
ENGLISH  AND  LATIN,  Composed  at 
several  times.     Printed  by  his  true  Copies. 

The  Songs  were  set  in  Musick  by  Mr. 
Henry  Lawes,  Gentleman  of  the  Kings 
Chappel,  and  one  of  His  Majesties  Private 
Musick. 

Printed  and  publish'd  according  to  Order. 
Printed   by  Ruth    Raworth   for   Hum- 
phrey MOSE1  1  v.  and  are  to  be  sold  at  the 
signe  of  the  Princes  Armea  in  Pauls  Church- 
yard, 1645. 


*A  MILTON  DAY  BOOK.  Edited  by  R. 
F.  ToWNDBOW.     leap.  Svo.     2s.  6d.  net. 

See   also  Little  Library  and    Methuen  s 
Standard  Library. 

MitcheU (P. Chalmers),  M.A.  OUTLINES 
OF  BIOLOGY.  Illustrated.  Second  Edi- 
tion.    Crown  Svo.     6s. 

-Mitton  (G.  E.).    JANE  AUSTEN  AND 
HER  ENGLAND.     With  many  Portraits 
and  Illustrations.     Demy  Svo.     10s.  6d.  net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

'Moil     (A.).'     See  Books  on  Business. 

Moir  (D.  M.).     See  Little  Library. 
Money  (L.  G.  Chiozza).    WEALTH  AND 
POVERTY.     Demy  Svo.     5s.  net. 

Moore  (H.  E.).     See  Social  Questions  Series. 

Moran  (Clarence   G).     See    Books    on 

Business, 

More  (Sir  Thomas).  See  Methuen's  Standard 

Library. 
Morfill  (W.  R.),   Oriel  College,  Oxford.      A 

HISTORY  OF  RUSSIA  FROM  PETER 

THE    GREAT    TO    ALEXANDER   II. 

With  Mapsand  Plans.     CrownSvo.     3$.  6</. 
Morich(R.  J.),  late  of  Clifton  College.     See 

School  Examination  Series. 
"Morris  (J.)    THE  MAKERS  OF  JAP  IN. 

With    many     portraits    and     Illustrations. 

Demy  Svo.     \2s.  6d.  net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
Morris  (J.  E.).     See  The  Little  Guides. 

Morton  (Mis3  Anderson).   See  Miss  Brod- 

rick. 
Moule  (H.  C.  G.),  D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of  Dur- 

ham.     See  Leaders  of  Religion. 
Muir  (M.    M.    Pattison),   M.A.      THE 

CHEMISTRY  OF  FIRE.  The  Elementary 

Principles  of  Chemistry.   Illustrated.   Crown 

Mundella  (V.  A.),  M.  A.    See  J.  T.  1  )unn. 

Munro  (R.),  LL.  D.     See  Antiquary's  Books. 
Naval   Officer  (A).     See  Illustrated   Pocket 

Library. 
Neal  (W.  G).     See  R.  N.  Hall. 

Newman  (J.  H.)  and  others.    See  Library 

of  Devotion. 
Nichols  (J.  B.  B.h    See  Little  Library. 
Nicklin     (T.).      M.A.       EXAMINATION 

PAPERS    IN    THUCYDIDES.      Crown 

SVO.      2S. 

Nimrod.     See  Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

Northcote  (Jamea),  R.A.  THE  CONVER- 
SATIONS OF  JAMES  NORTHCOTE, 
R.A.,  AND  JAMES  WARD.  Edited  by 
Ernest  Fletcher.  With  many  Portraits. 
Demy  Svo.     10s.  6d. 

*Norway(A.  H.),  Author  of  'Highways  and 
Byways  in  Devon  and  Cornwall.'  NAPLES. 
With  25  Coloured  Illustrations  by  Maurice 
Greh-henhagen.  A  New  Edition.  Crown 
Sz>o.     6s. 

Novalis.  THE  DISCIPLES  AT  SAIS  AND 
OTHER  FRAGMENTS.  Edited  by  Miss 
Una  Birch.     Fcap  Svj.     3.5.  6d. 

Oliphant  (Mrs.).     See  Leaders  of  Religion. 
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OmaJl  (C.  W.  C),  M.  A.,  Fellow  of  All  Souls', 
Oxford.  A  HISTORY  OF  THE  ART  OF 
WAR.  Vol.  11.:  The  Middle  Ages,  from 
the  Fourth  to  the  Fourteenth  Century.  Illus- 
trated.   Demy  Svo.     10s.  6d.  ?iet. 

Ottley  (R.L.),  D.D.  See  Handbooks  of 
Theology 'and  Leaders  of  Religion. 

Owen  (Douglas).     See  Books  on  Business. 

Oxford  (M.N.),  of  Guy's  Hospital.  A  HAND- 
BOOK OF  NURSING.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.     3s.  6d. 

Pakes  (W.  C.  C).  THE  SCIENCE  OF 
HYGIENE.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Demy  Svo.     1 5.1. 

Palmer  (Frederick).  WITH  KUROKI  IN 

MANCHURIA.     With  many  Illustrations. 
Third  Edition.     DemySz'o.     ys.  6d.net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Parker  (Gilbert).  A  LOVER'S  DIARY  : 
SONGS  IX  SEQUENCE.   Fcafi.Svo.    5s. 

Parkinson  (John),    paradisi  in  sole 

PARADISUS  TERRISTRIS,  OR  A 
GARDEN  OF  ALL  SORTS  OF  PLEA- 
SANT FLOWERS.     Folio.     £4,  4s.  net. 

Parmenter(John).  HELIO-TROPES,  OR 

NEW  POSIES  FOR  SUNDIALS,  1625. 
Edited  by  Percival  Landon.  Quarto. 
3s.  6d.  net. 

Parmentier  (Prof.  Leon).    See  Byzantine 

Texts. 
Pascal.     See  Library  of  Devotion. 

"Paston  (George).  SOCIAL  CARICA- 
TURES OF  THE  EIGHTEENTH 
CENTURY.  Imperial  Quarto.  £2,  12s.  6d. 
net.  See  also  Little  Books  on  Art  and  Illus- 
trated Pocket  Library. 

Paterson(W.  R.)(Benjamin  Swift).  LIFE'S 
QUESTIONINGS.  Crown  Svo.  5s.  6d. 
net. 

Patterson  (A.  H.).  NOTES  OF  AN  EAST 
COAST  NATURALIST.  Illustrated  in 
Colour  by  F.  Southgate.  Second  Edition. 
Crotvn  Svo.     6s. 

*NATURE  NOTES  IN  EASTERN  NOR- 
FOLK. A  series  of  observations  on  the 
Birds,  Fishes,  Mammals,  Reptiles,  and 
stalk-eyed  Crustaceans  found  in  that  neigh- 
bourhood, with  a  list  of  the  species.  With 
12  Illustrations  in  colour,  by  Frank 
Southgate.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

PeaCOCk  (N.).     See  Little  Books  on  Art. 

Pearce    (E.   H.),   M.A.      annals    OF 

CHRIST'S  HOSPITAL.  With  many  Illus- 
trations.    Demy  Svo.     ys.  6d. 

Peel  (Sidney),  late  Fellow  of  Trinity  College, 
Oxford,  and  Secretary  to  the  Royal  Com- 
mission on  the  Licensing  Laws.  PRACTI- 
CAL LICENSING  REFORM.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  Svo.     is.  6d. 

Peters  (J.  P.),  D.D.  See  Churchman's 
Library. 

Petrie  ( W.  M.  Flinders),  D.  C.  L. ,  LL.  D. ,  Pro- 
fessor of  Egyptology  at  University  College. 
A  HISTORY  OF  EGYPT,  from  the 
Earliest  Times  to  the  Prese.nt  Day. 


Fully  Illustrated.     In  six  volumes.    Crown 

Svo.     6s.  each. 
Vol.   1.     Prehistoric    Times    to    XVIth 

Dynasty.    Fifth  Edition. 
Vol.    11.      The     XVIIth     and     XVIIIth 

Dynasties.     Fourth  Edition. 
*Vol.  hi.    XIXth  to  XXXth  Dynasties. 
Vol.   iv.    The  Egypt  of  the  Ptolemies. 

J.  P.  Mahaffy,  Litt.D. 
Vol.  v.    Roman  Egypt.  J.  G.  Milne,  M.A. 
Vol.   vi.     Egypt    in    the    Middle    Ages. 

Stanley  Lanf-Poole,  M.A. 
RELIGION     AND      CONSCIENCE     IN 

ANCIENT    EGYPT.      Fully    Illustrated. 

Crown  Svo.     2.?.  6d. 
SYRIA  AND  EGYPT,  FROM  THE  TELL 

EL   AMARNA  TABLETS.     Crown  Svo. 

2S.  6d. 
EGYPTIAN  TALES.     Illustrated   by  Tris- 
tram Ellis.  In  Two  Volumes.  CrownSvo. 

3s.  6d.  each. 
EGYPTIAN  DECORATIVE  ART.      With 

120  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.     y.  6d. 
Phillips  (W.  A.).      See  Oxford  Biographies. 
Phillpotts  (Eden).    MY  DEVON  YEAR. 

With   38    Illustrations  by  J.    Ley   Pethy- 

bridge.      Second   and    Cheaper   Edition. 

Large  Crown  Svo.     6s. 
*UP    ALONG     AND     DOWN     ALONG. 

Illustrated     by     Claude      Shepperson. 

Crown  Svo.     5s.  net. 
A  volume  of  poems. 

Pienaar  (Philip),    with  steyn  and 

DE   WET.     Second  Edition.     Crozvn  Svt. 
2S.  6d. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

*Plarr  (Victor)  and  Walton  (F.  W.).  A 
SCHOOL  HISTORY  OF  MIDDLE- 
SEX. With  many  Illustrations.  Crown 
Svo.     is.  6d. 

PlautUS.  THE  CAPTIVE  Edited,  with 
an  Introduction,  Textual  Notes,  and  a  Com- 
mentary, by  W.  M.  Lindsay,  Fellow  of 
Jesus  College,  Oxford.  Demy  Svo.  10s.  6d. 
net. 

Plowden-Wardlaw  (J.  T.),   B.A.,  King's 

College,  Cambridge.     See  School  Examina- 
tion Series. 

Pocock  (Roger),    a  frontiersman. 

Third  Edition.     Crown  Sz'O.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Podmore   (Frank).     MODERN    SPIRI- 
TUALISM.     Two   Volumes.     Demy  Svo. 
zis.  net. 
A  History  and  a  Criticism. 

Poer   (J.    Patrick   Le).      A    MODERN 

LEGIONARY.    CrownSvo.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
Pollard  (Alice).     See  Little  Books  on  Art. 
Pollard  (A.  W.).    OLD  PICTURE  BOOKS. 

With  many  Illustrations.  Demy  Svo.  ys.  6d. 

net. 
Pollard  (Eliza  F.).    See  Little  Books  on  Art. 
Pollock  (David),  M.I.N. A.    See  Books  on 

Business, 
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*Pcnd  (C.  F.)  A  MONTAIGNE  DAY- 
BOOK.   Edited  by.     Fcap.Zvo.    ■2S.bd.net. 

Potter  (M.  C),  M.A.,  F.L.S.  A  TEXT- 
BOOK OF  AGRICULTURAL  BOTANY. 
Illustrated.     Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo. 

Potter  Boy  (An  Old).  WHEN  I  WAS  A 
CHILD.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

Pradeau  (G.).  A  KEY  TO  THE  TIME 
ALLUSIONS  IN  THE  DIVINE 
COMEDY.  With  a  Dial.  Smalt  quarto. 
3-r.  6d. 

Prance  (G.).    See  R.  Wyon. 

Prescott  (0.  L.).  ABOUT  MUSIC,  AND 
WHAT  IT  IS  MADE  OF.  Crown  Zvo. 
3$.  6d.  net. 

Price  (L.  L.l,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Oriel  College, 
Oxon.  A  IU>TORY  OF  ENGLISH 
POLITICAL  ECONOMY.  Fourth  Edi- 
tion.    Crown  Zvo.     2S.  6d. 

Primrose  (Deborah).  A  MODERN 
BCEOTIA.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

Pugin  and  Rowlandson.  THE  MICRO- 
COSM OF  LONDON,  or  London  in 
Miniature.  With  104  Illustrations  in 
colour.  In  Three  Volumes.  Small  $to. 
£%  3*.  net. 

'  Q  '  (A.  T.  Quiller  COUCh).  See  Methuen's 
Half-Crown  Library. 

QuevedO  Villegas.    See  Miniature  Library. 

O.R.  and  E.  S.    THE  WOODHOUSE  COR- 
RESPONDENCE.    Crown  Zvo.    6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  i-;  also  published. 

Rackhain  (R.  B.),  M.A.  See  Westminster 
Commentaries. 

Randolph  (B.  W.),  D.D.  See  Library  of 
Devotion. 

Rannie  (D.  W.),  M.A.  A  STUDENT'S 
HISTORY  OF  SCOTLAND.  Cr.  Zvo. 
3s.  6d. 

Rashdall  (Hastings),  M.A.,   Fellow  and 

Tutor  of  New  College,  Oxford.  DOC- 
TRINE AND  DEVELOPMENT.  Crown 
Zvo.    6s. 

Rawstorne  (Lawrence,  Esq.).  See  Illus- 
trated Pocket  Library. 

A  Real  Paddy.  See  Illustrated  Pocket 
Library. 

Reason  (W.),  M.A.  See  Social  Questions 
Series. 

Redfern  (W.  B.).  Author  of  '  Ancient  Wood 
and  Iron  Work  in  Cambridge,'  etc. 
ROYAL  AND  HISTORIC  GLOVES 
AND  ANCIENT  SHOES.  Profusely 
Illustrated  in  colour  and  half-tone.  Quarto, 
£2,  2s.  net. 

Reynolds.     See  Little  Galleries. 

Roberts  (M.  E.).     See  C.  C.  Channer. 

Robertson,  (A.),  D.  D.,  Lord  Bishop  of 
Exeter.  REGNUM  DEI.  The  Bampton 
Lectures  of  iqoi.     Demy  Zvo.     12s.6d.net. 

Robertson  (C.  Grant),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  All 

Souls'  College,  Oxford,  Examiner  in  the 
Honours  School  of  Modern  History,  Oxford, 
1901-1904.  SELECT  STATUTES,  CASES, 


AND  CONSTITUTIONAL  DOCU- 
MENTS, 1660-1832.  Demy  Zvo.  10s.  6d. 
net. 

"Robertson  (C.  Grant)  and  Bartholomew 

(J.     G.),     F.R.S.E.,     F.R.G.S.        THE 
STUDENTS     HISTORICAL    (ATLAS 
OF  THE  BRITISH  EMPIRE.    Quarto 
3s.  6d.  net. 
Robertson   (Sir    G.    S.)    K.C.S.I.      See 

Methuen's  Half-Crown  Library. 

Robinson  (A.  W.),  M.A.  See  Churchman's 
Bible. 

Robinson  (Cecilia).  THE  MINISTRY 
OF  DEACONESSES.  With  an  Introduc 
tion  by  the  late  Archbishop  of  Canterbury. 
Cro?vn  Zvo.     y.  6d. 

Robinson  (F.  S.)   See  Connoisseur's  Library. 

ROChefOUCauld  (La).     See  Little  Library. 

RodwelKG.),  B.A.  NEW  TESTAMENT 
GREEK.  A  Course  for  Beginners.  With 
a  Preface  by  Walter  Lock,  D.D.,  Warden 
of  Keble  College.     Fcaf>.  Zvo.     3s.  6d. 

Roe  (Fred).  ANCIENT  COFFERS  AND 
CUPBOARDS:  Their  History  and  De- 
scription. With  many  Illustrations.  Quarto. 
£3,  3$.  net. 

"OLD  OAK  FURNITURE.  With  many 
Illustrations  by  the  Author,  including  a 
frontispiece  in  colour.  DemyZvo.  los.Gd. 
net. 

Rogers   (A.    G.    L.),  M.A.      See   Books    on 

*Romney.'  A  GALLERY  OF  ROMNEY. 
By  Arthur  B.   Chamberlain.     With  (-6 
Plates  in  Photogravure.     Imperial  Quarto. 
£■$,  3J.  net.     See  Little  Galleries. 
Roscoe    (E.     S.).       ROBERT     HARLFY. 
EARL  OF  OXFORD.    Illustrated.    Demy 
Zvo.    js.  6d. 
This  is  the  only  life  of  Harley  in  existence. 
See  also  The  Little  Guides. 

Rose  (Edward).     THE  ROSE  READER. 

With  numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  Zvo. 
2s.  6d.  Also  in  4  Parts.  Parts  I.  and  II. 
6d.  each  ;  Part  III.  Zd.  ;  Part  IV.  xod. 

Rowntree  (Joshua).     THE  IMPERIAL 

DRUG  TRADE.     Crcnun  Zvo.     51.  net. 
Rubie   (A.    E.),   D.D.      See   Junior    School 

Books. 
Russell    (W.    Clark).     THE   LIFE   OF 

ADMIRAL     LORD    COLLINGWOOD. 

With     Illustrations     by     F.     Brangwvn. 

Fourth  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
St).  Anselm.     See  Library  of  Devotion. 
St.  Augustine.     See  Library  of  Devotion. 
St.  Cyres  .(ViSCOUnt).       See    Oxford    Bio- 
graphies. 
'Saki'(H.  Munro).    REGINALD.    Second 

Edition.     Fcap.  Zvo.     2s.  6d.  net. 
Sales    (St.    Francis    de).      See   Library  of 

Devotion. 
Salmon  (A.  L.).     A  POPULAR  GUIDE 

TO  DEVON.    Medium  Zvo.   Cd.  net.    See 

also  The  Little  Guides. 
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Sargeaunt  (J.),    m.a.     annals    of 

WESTMINSTER  SCHOOL.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.    Demy  Zvo.    js.  6d. 

Sathas  (C).     See  Byzantine  Texts. 

Schmitt  (John).     See  Byzantine  Texts. 

Scott,  (A.  M.).  WINSTON  SPENCER 
CHURCHILL.  With  Portraits  and  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  Zvo.     3s.  6d. 

Seeley(H.G.)F.R.S.  DRAGONS  OF  THE 
AIR.   With  many  Illustrations.   Cr.  Zvo.   6s. 

Sells  (V.  P.).  M.A.  THE  MECHANICS 
OF  DAILY  LIFE.     Illustrated.    Cr.  Zvo. 

2S.  6d. 

Selous   (Edmund).     TOMMY   SMITH'S 

ANIMALS.      Illustrated  by  G.  W.    Ord. 

Third  Edition.     Fcap.  Zvo.     2s.  6d. 
Settle     (J.      H.).        ANECDOTES      OF 

SOLDIERS,  in  Peace  and  War.     Crown 

Zvo.     3.T.  6d.  net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Shakespeare  (William). 

THE  FOUR  FOLIOS,  1623 ;  1632  ;  1664  ; 
1685.  Each  Four  Guineas  net,  or  a  com- 
plete set,  Twelve  Guineas  }iet. 

The  Arden  Shakespeare. 

Demy  Zvo.  zs.  6d.  net  each  volume. 
General  Editor,  W.  J.  Ckaig.  An  Edition 
of  Shakespeare  in  single  Plays.  Edited 
with  a  full  Introduction,  Textual  Notes, 
and  a  Commentary  at  the  foot  of  the  page. 

HAMLET.  Edited  by  Edward  Dowden, 
Litt.D. 

ROMEO  AND  JULIET.  Edited  by  Edward 
Dowden,  Litt.D. 

KING  LEAR.     Edited  by  W.  J.  Craig. 

JULIUS    CAESAR.      Edited   by   M.    Mac- 

MILLAN,  M.A. 

THE    TEMPEST.      Edited    by    Moreton 

Luce. 
OTHELLO.     Edited  by  H.  C.  Hart. 
TITUS  ANDRONICUS.     Edited  by  H.  B. 

Baildon. 
CYMBELINE.  Edited  by  Edward  Dowden. 
THE    MERRY    WIVES   OF    WINDSOR. 

Edited  by  H.  C.  Hart. 
A     MIDSUMMER     NIGHT'S    DREAM. 

Edited  by  H.  Cuningham. 
KING  HENRY  V.    Edited  by  H.  A.  Evans. 
ALL'S    WELL     THAT     ENDS    WELL. 

Edited  by  W.  O.  Brigstocke. 
THE     TAMING     OF     THE     SHREW. 

Edited  by  R.  Warwick  Bond. 
TIMON     OF    ATHENS.       Edited    by    K. 

Deighton. 
♦MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE.     Edited  by 

H.  C.  Hart. 
TWELFTH  NIGHT.     Edited  by  Moreton 

Luce. 
THE  MERCHANT  OF  VENICE.     Edited 

by  C.  Knox  Pooler. 
The  Little  Quarto  Shakespeare.  Edited 

by  W.  J.  Craig.    With  Introductions  and 
Notes.        Pott    i6;«(7.       In    40    Volumes. 
Leather,  price  is.  net  each  volume. 
See  also  Methuen's  Standard  Library. 


Sharp  (A.).    VICTORIAN  POETS.    Crown 

Zvo.     2s.  6d. 
Sharp  (Mrs.   E.   A.).     See  Little  Books  on 

Art. 
ShedlOCk  (J.   S.).      THE  PIANOFORTE 

SONATA :    Its   Origin  and  Development. 

Crown  Zvo.     5.?. 

Shelley  (Percy  B.).  ADONAIS ;  an  Elegy 
on  the  death  of  John  Keats,  Author  of 
'  Endymion,'  etc.  Pisa.  From  the  types  of 
Didot,  1821.     2s.  net. 

See  also  Methuen's  Standard  Library. 

Sherwell  (Arthur),  M.A.  See  Social  Ques- 
tions Series. 

Shipley  (Mary  E.).  AN  ENGLISH 
CHURCH  HISTORY  FOR  CHILD- 
REN. With  a  Preface  by  the  Bishop  of 
Gibraltar.  With  Maps  and  Illustrations. 
Part  I.     Cro7vn  Zvo.     2s.  6d.  net. 

Sichel  (Walter).     DISRAELI :  A   Study 

in  Personality  and  Ideas.  With  3  Portraits. 
Demy  Zvo.    12s.6d.net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

See  also  Oxford  Biographies. 
Sime  (J.).     See  Little  Books  on  Art. 

Simonson    (G.     A.).      FRANCESCO 

G  U  A  R  D  I.    With  41  Plates.    Royal/olio. 

£2,  2s.  net. 
Sketchley  (R.  E.  D.).     See  Little  Books  on 

Art. 
SkiptOn  (H.   P.  K.).       See   Little  Books  on 

Art. 

Sladen  (Douglas).     SICILY:    The   New 

Winter  Resort.  With  over  200  Illustrations. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     5s.  net. 

Small  (Evan),  M.A.    the  earth.    An 

Introduction  to  Physiography.     Illustrated. 

Crown  Zvo.     2s.  6d. 
SmallWOOd,  (M.    G.).     See  Little  Books  on 

Art. 
Smedley   (F.    E.).      See    Illustrated   Pocket 

Library. 

Smith   (Adam),     the   wealth    of 

NATIONS.  Edited  with  an  Introduction 
and  numerous  Notes  by  Edwin  Cannan, 
M.A.  Two  volumes.  Demy  Zvo.  21s. 
net. 

See  also  Methuen's  Standard  Library. 

Smith  (Horace  and  James).     See  Little 

Library. 

"Smith  (H.  Bompas),  M.A.     A   NEW 

JUNIOR   ARITHMETIC.      Crown  Zvo. 

2s.  6d. 
"Smith  (John  Thomas).    A  BOOK  FOR 

A    RAINY    DAY.       Edited  by  Wilfrid 

Whitten.     Illustrated.     Demy  Zvo.     15J. 

net. 
Snell  (F.  J.).     A  BOOK  OF   EXMOOR. 

Illustrated.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
Snowden(C.  E.).    A  BRIEF  SURVEY  OF 

BRITISH  HISTORY.  Demy  Zvo.  4s.  6d. 
Sophocles.     See  Classical  Translations. 
Sornet  (L.  A.),     See  Junior  School  Books. 
South  (Wilton  E.),  M.A.     See  Junior  School 

Books. 
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Southey     (R.)       ENGLISH      SEAMEN. 

Edited,  with   an    Introduction,  by  David 

Han-nay. 

Vol.     I.      (Howard,     Clifford,     Hawkins, 

Drake,  Cavendish).  Second  Edition.  Crown 

Svo.    6s. 
Vol.    ii.     (Richard    Hawkins,    Grenville, 

Essex,  and  Raleigh).     Crown  Svo.     dr. 
Spence  (C.  H.),  M.A.     See  School  Examina- 
tion Series. 
Spooner  (W.   A.),   M.A.      See    Leaders    of 

Religion. 
Stanbridge  (J.   W.),   B.D.     See  Library  of 

Devotion. 
'Stancliffe.'    GOLF  DO'S  AND  DONT'S. 

Second  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo.     is. 

Stedman(A.  M.  M.),  M.A. 

1  NITIA  LATIN  A  :  Easy  Lessons  on  Elemen- 
tal y  Accidence.  Seventh  Edition.  Fcap. 
Boo.     is. 

FIRST  LATIN  LESSONS.  Eighth  Edi- 
tion.    Crcnvn  Svo.     2s. 

FIRST  LATIN  READER.  With  Notes 
adapted  to  the  Shorter  Latin  Primer  and 
Vocabulary.  Sixth  Edition  revised.  iSmo. 
is.  6d. 

EASY  SELECTIONS  FROM  CESAR. 
The  Helvetian  War.  Second  Edition. 
iSmo.     is. 

EASY  SELECTIONS  FROM  LIVV.  Part 
i.  The  Kings  of  Rome.  iSmo.  Second 
Edition,     is.  6d. 

EASY  LATIN  PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION.  Ninth  Edition  Fcap. 
Svo.     is.  td. 

EXEMPLA  LATINA.  First  Exercises 
in  Latin  Accidence.  With  Vocabulary. 
Third  Edition.     CrownSi<o.     is. 

EASY  LATIN  EXERCISES  ON  THE 
SYNTAX  OF  THE  SHORTER  AND 
REVISED  LATIN  PRIMER.  With 
Vocabulary.  Tenth  and  Cheaper  Edition, 
re-written.  Crcnvn  Svo.  js.  6d.  Original 
Edition,     ss.  6d.     Kev,  31.  net. 

THE  LATIN  COMPOUND  SENTENCE  : 
Rules  and  Exercises.  Second  Edition. 
Crown    Svo.      is.   6d.      With   Vocabulary. 

■2S. 

NOTANDA  QUAEDAM  :  Miscellaneous 
Latin  Exercises  on  Common  Rules  and 
Idioms.  Fourth  Edition.  Fcap.  Svo. 
is.  6d.  With  Vocabulary.  2s.  Key,  2s. 
net. 

LATIN  VOCABULARIES  FOR  REPE- 
TITION :  Arranged  according  to  Subjects. 
Twelfth  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo.     is.  6d. 

A  VOCABULARY  OF  LATIN  IDIOMS. 
iSmo.     Second  Edition,     is. 

STEPS  TO  GREEK.  Second  Edition,  re- 
vised.     1  Smo.     is. 

A  SHORTER  GREEK  PRIMER.  Crcnvn 
Svo.     is.  6d. 

EASY  GREEK  PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION.  Third  Edition,  re- 
vised.    Fcap.  uvo.     is.  6d. 


GREEK  VOCABULARIES  FOR  RE- 
PETITION. Arranged  according  to  Sub- 
jects.    Fourth  Edition.    Fcap.  Svo.    is.  6d. 

GREEK  TESTAMENT  SELECTIONS. 
For  the  use  of  Schools.  With  Introduc- 
tion, Notes,  and  Vocabulary.  Fourth 
Edition.     Fcap.  8?'0.     2s.  6d. 

STEPS  TO  FRENCH.  Sixth  Edition. 
iSmo.     Sd. 

FIRST  FRENCH  LESSONS.  Sixth  Edi- 
tion, revised.     Crcnvn  Svo.     is. 

EASY  FRENCH  PASSAGES  FOR  UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION.  Fifth  Edi- 
tion, revised.     Fcap.  Svo.     is.  6d. 

EASY  FRENCH  EXERCISES  ON  ELE- 
MENTARY SYNTAX.  With  Vocabu- 
lary. Fourth  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  2s.  td. 
Kev.    3s.  net. 

FRENCH    VOCABULARIES    FOR    RE- 
PETITION :  Arranged  according  to  Sub- 
jects.    Twelfth  Edition.     Fcap.  S?'o.     is. 
See  also  School  Examination  Series. 

Steel  (R.  Elliott).  M.A.,  F.C.S.  THE 
WORLD  OF  SCIENCE.  With  147 
Illustrations.  Second  Edition.  Crcnvn  Svo. 
2S.  6d. 

See  also  School  Examination  Series. 

Stephenson  (C),  of  the  Technical  College, 
Bradford,  and  Suddards  (F.)  of  the 
Yorkshire  College,  Leeds.  ORNAMEN- 
TAL DESIGN  FOR  WOVEN  FABRICS. 
Illustrated.     Demy  Svo.    Second  Edition. 

Stephenson  (J.).  M.A.  THE  CHIEF 
TRUTHS  OF  THE  CHRISTIAN 
FAITH.     Crcnvn  Svo.     3*.  6d. 

Sterne  (Laurence).    See  Little  Library. 

Sterry  (W.),  M.A.  ANNALS  OF  ETON 
COLLEGE.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Demy  Svo.     7s.  6d. 

Steuart    (Katherine).      BY     ALLAN 

WATER.  Second  Edition.   CrownSvo.  6s. 

Stevenson  (R.  L.).  THE  LETTERS  OF 
ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON  TO 
HIS  FAMILY  AND  FRIENDS. 
Selected  and  Edited,  with  Notes  and  In- 
troductions, by  Sidney  Colvin.  Sixth 
and  Cheaper  Edition.     Croivn  Svo.     12$. 

Library  Edition.  Demy  Svo.  2  vols.  25*. 
net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

VAILIMA    LETTERS.      With    an    Etched 
Portrait    by   William    Strang.     Fourth 
Edition.     Crcnvn  Svo.     Buckram.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

THE  LIFE  OF  R.  L.  STEVENSON.  See 
G.  Balfour. 

Stevenson  (M.  I.).  FROM  SARANAC 
TO  THE  MARQUESAS.  Being  Letters 
written  by  Mrs.  M.  I.  Stevenson  during 
18S7-8  to  her  sister,  Miss  Jane  Whyte 
Balfour.  With  an  Introduction  by  George 
W.  Balfour,  M.D.,  LLD.,  F.R.S.S. 
Crown  Svo.     6s.net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
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Stoddart    (Anna    M.).      See    Oxford    Bio 
graphies. 

Stone   (E. 

FROM 
is.  6d. 

Stone  (S. 

With     a 


D.),    M.A.       SELECTIONS 
1HE    ODYSSEY       Fcap.    Zvo. 


J.).  POEMS  AND  HYMNS. 
Memoir  by  F.  G.  Ellerton, 
M.A.     With  Portrait.     CroxunZvo.     6s. 

Straker  (F.).     See  Books  on  Business. 

Streane  (A.  W.),  D.D.  See  Churchman's 
Bible. 

StrOUd  (H.|,  D.Sc,  M.A.  See  Textbooks  of 
Technology. 

Strutt  (JosephL  THE  SPORTS  AND 
PASTIMES  OF  THE  PEOPLE  OF 
ENGLAND.  Illustrated  by  many  engrav- 
ings. Revised  by  J.  Charles  Cox,  LL.D., 
F.S.A.     Quarto.     21s.  net. 

Stuart(Capt  Donald).  THE  STRUGGLE 

FOR  PERSIA.  With  a  Map.  Crozvn  Zvo. 
6s. 
*StlirCh(F.).,  Staff  Instructor  to  the  Surrey 
County  Council.  SOLUTIONS  TO  THE 
CITY  AND  GUILDS  QUESTIONS 
IN  MANUAL  INSTRUCTION  DRAW- 
ING.     Imp.  a,to. 

^Suckling  (Sir  John).      FRAGMENTA 

AUREA  :  a  Collection  of  all  the  Incom- 
parable Peece.-,  written  by.  And  published 
by  a  friend  to  perpetuate  his  memory. 
Printed  by  his  own  copies. 

Printed  for  Humphrey  Moselev,  and 
are  to  be  sold  at  his  shop,  at  the  sign  of  the 
Princes  Arms  in  St.  Paul's  Churchyard, 
1646. 

SuddardS  (F.t.     See  C.  Stephenson. 

Surtees  (R.  S.).  See  Illustrated  Pocket 
Library. 

Swift  (Jonathan).  THE  JOURNAL  TO 
STELLA.  Edited  by  G.  A.  Aitken.  Cr. 
Zvo.     6s. 

Symes  (J.  E.).  M.A.  THE  FRENCH  RE- 
VOLUTION. Second  Edition.  CrownZvo. 
is.  6d. 

Syrett  (Netta).     See  Little  Blue  Books. 

TacitUS.  AGRICOLA.  With  Introduction, 
Notes,  Map,  etc.  By  R.  F.  Davis,  M.A. 
Fcal>.  Zvo.     2i. 

GERMANIA.  By  the  same  Editor.  Fcap. 
Zvo.     zs.     See  also  Classical  Translations. 

*Tallack  <W.)  HOWARD  LETTERS 
AND  MEMORIES.  Demy  Zvo.  10s.  6d. 
net. 

Tauler  (J.).     See  Library  of  Devotion. 

Taunton  (E.  L.).  A  HISTORY  OF  THE 
JESUITS  IN  ENGLAND.  With  Illus- 
trations.    Demy  Zvo.     21s.  net. 

Taylor  (A.  E.t.  THE  ELEMENTS  OF 
METAPHYSICS.  Demy  Z-jo.  \as.  6d. 
net. 

Taylor  (F.  G.),  M.A.    See  Commercial  Series. 

Taylor  (I.  A.).     See  Oxford  Biographies. 
Taylor  (T.  M.>.    M.A.,    Fellow  of  Gonville 
and  Caius  College,  Cambridge.     A  CON- 
STITUTIONAL     AND      POLITICAL 


HISTORY    OF     ROME.       Crown     Zvo. 
Tennyson  (Alfred,  Lord).    THE  EARLY 

POEMS    OF.      Edited,    with    Notes    and 

an  Introduction,  by  J.  Churton  Collin.--, 

M.A.    CrownZvo.    6s. 
IN     MEMORIAM,    MAUD,     AND    THE 

PRINCESS.      Edited    by   J.    Churton 

Collins,  M.A.     Crozvn  Zvo.     6s.    See  also 

Little  Library. 
Terry  (C.  S.).     See  Oxford  Biographies. 
Terton  (Alice).  LIGHTS  AND  SHADOWS 

IN  A  HOSPITAL.     CrownZvo.     3s.  6d. 
Thackeray  (W.  M.).     See  Little  Library. 

Theobald  (F.  W.),  M.A.   INSECT  LIFE. 

Illustrated.     Second  Ed.  Fcvised.    Cr.  Zvo. 
■2S.  6d. 
Thompson  (A.  H.).     See  The  Little  Guides. 

Tileston(Mary  W.).  DAILY  STRENGTH 

FOR  DAILY  NEEDS.    Eleventh  Ed; 
Fcap.   Zvo.     is.  6d.   net.      Alao  an  edition 
in  superior  binding  6s. 
Tompkins   (H.    WO,    F.R.H.S.      See    The 
Little  Guides 

Townley  (Lady  Susan).     MY  CHINESE 

NOTE-BOOK  With  16  Illustrations  and 
2  Maps.  Third  Edition.  Dony  Zvo.  10s. 
6d.  net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Toynhee  (Paget),  M.A. ,  D.Litt.   DANTE 

STUDIES  AND  RESEARCHES.  Demy 
Zvo.  \os.  6d.  net.  See  also  Oxford  Bio- 
graphies. 

Trench  (Herbert),  deirdre  wed  :  and 

Other  Poems.     Crown  Zvo.     5$. 
Trevelyan(G.  M.),  Fellow  of  Trinity  College, 

Cambridce.     ENGLAND  UNDER  THE 

STUARTS.    With  Maps  and  Plans.  Second 

Edition.     Demy  Zvo.     10s.  6d.  net. 
TrOUtbeck  (G.  E.).     See  The  Little  Guides. 
Tuckwell  (Gertrude ).    See  Social  Questions 

Series. 
Twining    (LOUisa).       See   Social   Questions 

Series. 
Tyler    (E.    A),    B.A.,    F.C.S.       See  Junior 

School  Books. 
Tyrell-Gill  (Frances).     See  Little  Books  on 

Art. 

Vardon  (Harry),    the  COMPI, ET e 

GOLFER.     With   numerous   Illustrations. 
Third    Eaition.      Demy    Zvo.       10s.    6d. 
net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
Vaughan  (Henry).     See  Little  Library. 
Voegeiin  (A.),  M.A.     See  Junior  Examina- 
tion Series. 
i  Wade  (G.  W.),  D.D.     OLD  TESTAMENT 
HISTORY.     With  Maps.      Third  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
Wagner  (Richard).     See  A.  L.  Cleather. 
.  Wall  (J.  CO    DEVILS.     Illustrated   by   the 
Author  and  from  photographs.      Demy  Zvo. 
±s.  6d.  net.     See  also  Antiquary's  Books. 
I  Walters  (H.  B.).     See  Little  Books  on  Art, 
!  Walton  (F.  W.).     Slc  Victor  Plarr. 
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Messrs.  Methuen's  Catalogue 


Walton  (Izaac)   and    Cotton  (Charles). 

See  Illustrated  Pocket  Library,  Methuen's 
Standard  Library,  and  Little  Library. 

Warmelo(D.  S.  Van).  ON  COMMANDO. 
With  Portrait.     Crown  Svo.     34.  6</. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Waterhouse  (Mrs.  Alfred).  WITH  THE 
SIMPLE-HEARTED:  Little  Homilies  to 
Women  in  Country  Places.  Second  Edition. 
.Small  Pott  Svo.     24.   net.     See  also  Little 

Library. 

Weatherhead  (T.  C),  M.A.  EXAMINA- 
TION  PAPERSIN  HORACE.    f>.  Svo. 

24.     See  also  Junior  Examination  Series. 

Webb  (W.  T.).     See  Little  Blue  Books. 

Webber  (F.  C  )•  See  Textbooks  of  Techno- 
logy. 

WellB  (Sidney  H.).  See  Textbooks  of 
Technology. 

Wells  (J.),  M.  A. ,  Fellow  and  Tutor  ofWadham 
College.  OXFORD  AND  OXFORD 
LIFE.  By  Membeis  of  the  University. 
Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     3s.  6d. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  ROME.  Si.vth 
Edition.  With  3  Maps.  Crown  Svo. 
34-.  6d. 

This  book  is  intended  for  the  Middle  and 
Upper  Forms  of  Public  Schools  and  for  Pass 
Students  at  the  Universities.  It  contains 
copious  Tables,  etc.     See  also  The  Little 

Wetmoni  (Helen  C).     THE  last  of 

THE  GREAT  SCOUTS  (-Buffalo  Bill'). 
With  Illustrations.  Second  Edition.  Demy 
Svo.     6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Whibley  (C).     See  Henley  and  Whibley. 

Whibley  (L.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Pembroke 
College,  Cambridge.  GREEK  OLIGAR- 
CHIES :  THEIR  ORGANISATION 
AND  CHARACTER.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Whitaker  (G.  H.),  M.A.  See  Churchman's 
Bible. 

White  (Gilbert).      T  H  E    NATURAL 
HISTORY  OF  SEI. BORNE.     Edited  by 
L.  C.  Miall,  F.R.S.,  assisted  by  W.  \V 
Fowled,  M. A.     Crown  Svo.     6s.     See  also 
Methuen's  Standard  Library. 

Whitfield  (E.  E.).     See  Commercial  Series. 

Whitehead  (A.  W.).  G  AS  P  A R D  1  >  K 
COLIGNY.      With  many  Illustrations. 

Pony  Svo.     i2i.  61.  net. 

•Whiteley  (R.  Lloyd).  F.I.C.,  Principal  of 

the  Technical   Institute,   West    Bromwii  li. 
\N  ELEMENTARY  TFXT-UOOK  OF 

INORGANIC     CHEMISTRY.       Crown 

Svo.     zs.  6d. 
Whitley  (MiSS).    See  Social  Questions  Series. 
Whitten  (W.).      S<:e  Thomas  Smith. 

Whyte(A.  G.).  B.Sc.    S<~e  Books  on  Business. 
Wiiberforce  (Wilfrid).    See  Little  Books 

on  Art. 
Wilde  (Oscar).  DEPROFUXDIS.  Fourth 

Edition.    Crown  Svo.     54".  net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 


Wilkin8  (W.  H.),  B.A.  See  Social  Questions 
Series. 

Wilkinson  (J.  Frome).     See  Social  Ques- 

tiuiis  Series. 

Williamson  (W.).      THE    BR  I'll  Ml 

GARDENER.       Illustrated.       DeiHjf 

104*.  6d. 
Williamson   (W.),    B.A.        See   Junior     I 

aminatiou  Series,  Junior  School  Luuks,  and 

The  Beginner's  Books. 
Wilmot-Buxton  (E.   M).    MAKERS  <>: 

EUROPE.     Crown  Svo.      J'hiid  Edition. 

34.  6d. 
A   Text-book   of    European    History   for 

Middle  Forms. 
THE  ANCIENT  WORLD.    With  Mapsan.: 

Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.     34.  td. 
See  also  The  Beginnei  s  Books. 
Wilson  (Bishop).    See  Library  of  Devotion. 
Willson  (Beckles).    LORD  STRATH- 

COXA  :  the  Story  of  his  Life.      Illustrated. 

Demy  Svo.     74.  6d. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
Wilson  (A.  J.).  See  Books  on  Business. 
Wilson  (H.  A.).     See  Books  on  Business. 

Wilton  (Richard),  ma.     l  y  r  a   pa  S- 

TORALLS  :  Songs  of  Nature,  Church,  and 

Home.     Pott  Svo.    24.  6d. 
Winbolt(S.  E.).  M.A.     EXERCISES  IX 

LATIN  ACCIDEXCE.     Cr.  Svo.     is.  od. 
LATEX    HEXAMETER  YERSE:  An  Aid 

to  Composition.    CrownSvo.    34.61/.     Kuv. 

54   net. 
Windle  (B.  C.  A.),  D. So.,  l'.R.S.    See  Anti- 

quary's  Books  and  The  Little  Guides. 
Winteirbotham    (Canon),     M.A.,    B.Sc, 

LL.B.     See  Churchman  s  Library. 

Wood(J.  A.E.).  See  Textbooks  ol  Te<  hnology. 

*Wood  (J.  Hickory).    LAX  LENO:  His 
Lim    and    Achievements,     With  many 
Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  p  iblished. 

"Wood  |W.  Birkbeck).  M.A.,  late  Scholar  of 
Worcester  College,  Oxford,  and  Edmonds 
(Major  J.  E.),  R.E.,  D.A.Q.-M.G.  A 
HISTORY  OF  THE  A.MLRICAN 
CIVIL  WAR.  With  an  Introduction  by 
H.  Sii.NsEK  Wilkinson.  With  24  Maps 
and  Plans.    Demy  Svo.    124  0,/.  net. 

Wordsworth  (Christopher).  See  Anti- 
quary's I'm-    '.. 

Wordsworth  (W.).    Sec  Little  Library. 
Wordsworth  (W.)  and  Coleridge  (S.  T.). 

See  Little  Library. 

AVTight  (Arthur  ),  M.  A.,  Fellow  of  Queen' 
College,  Cambiidge.  See  Churchman  's 
Librai  v. 

Wright  (C.  Gordon).     See  Dante. 

Wright  (Sophie).  GERMAN  VOCABU- 
LARIES FOR  REPETITION.  Ecaf.  Svo. 

14.    6ll. 

Wrong.  (George  M.),  Professor  of  History 
in  the  University  of  Toronto.  T  H  E 
EARL  OF  ELGIN.  With  Illustrations. 
Demy  Svo,     74.  bd.  net. 
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Wylde  (A.  B.).  MODERN  ABYSSINIA. 
With  a  Map  and  a  Portrait.      Demy  Zvo. 

Wyndn'am  (G.).     THE    POEMS    OF 

WILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE.  With  an 
Introduction  and  Notes.  Demy  ivo.  Buck- 
ram, gilt  top.     10s.  6d. 

Wyon(R.)  and  Prance  (G.).  the  LAND 

OF  THE  BLACK.  MOUNTAIN.  Being 
a  description  of  Montenegro.  With  40  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  Sz'O.     6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Yeats  (W.  B.).  AN  ANTHOLOGY  OF 
IRISH  YERSE.  Revised  and  Enlarged 
Edition.     Crown  8ro.     3^.  6d. 

YendiS(M.).    THE  GREAT  RED  FROG. 


A  Story  told  in  40  Coloured  Pictures.  Fcap. 
%vo.     is.  net. 

Young  (Filson).  THE  COMPLETE 
MOTORIST.  With  138  Illustrations. 
Fourth  Edition.     Demy  Sz>0.     12s.6d.net. 

Young  (T.  M. ).  THK  AMERICAN 
COTTON  INDUSTRY  :  A  Study  of 
Work  and  Workers.  With  an  Introduction 
by  Elijah  Helm,  Secretary  to  the  Man- 
chester Chamber  of  Commerce.  Crown  %vo. 
Cloth,  2S.  6d.  ;  paper  boards,  is.  6d. 

Zenker  (E.  V.).   ANARCHISM.   Demy  ivo. 

Ziminern  (Antonia).     what  do  we 

KNOW  CONCERNING  ELECTRI- 
CITY?    Crcnvntvo.     1s.6d.net. 


Ancient  Cities 

Crown  8t'0.     45.  6ri.  vet. 


Chester.    Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New.    Crown 

8710.     4s.  6d.  net. 
Shrewsbury.      By  T.  Auden,  M.A.,  F.S.A. 


Illustrated.     Crown  tvo.     4?.  6d.  net. 
•Canterbury.     ByJ.C.  Cox,  LL.D.,  F.S.A. 
Illustrated.     Crown  Svo.     4*.  6d.  net. 


Antiquary's  Books,  The 

General  Editor,  J.  CHARLES  COX,  LL.D.,  F.S.A. 

A  -pries  of  volumes  dealing  with  various  branches  of  English  Antiquities  ; 
comprehensive  and  popular,  as  well  as  accurate  and  scholarly. 


Demy  &vo.     Js.  6r/.  vet. 


English  Monastic  Life.  By  the  Right 
Rev.  Abbot  Gasquet,  O.S.B.  Illustrated. 
Third  Edition. 

Remains  of  the  Prehistoric  Age  in 
England.  By  B.  C.  A.  Windle,  D.Sc. 
F.R.  S.  With  numerous  Illustrations  and 
Plans. 

Old  Service  Books  of  the  English 
Church.  By  Christopher  Wordsworth, 
M.A  ,  and  Henry  Littlehales.  With 
Coloured  and  other  Illustrations. 

Celtic  Art.  By  J.  Romilly  Allen,  F.S.A. 
With  numerous  Illustrations  and  Plans. 


e     Antiquities. 
With    numerous 


Archeology  and  Fal' 
By  R.  Munro,  LL.D. 
Illustrations. 

Shrines  of  British  Saints.  ByJ.C.  Wall. 
With  numerous  Illustrations  and  Plans. 

•The  Royal  Forests  of  England.  By  J. 
C.  Cox,  LL.D.,  F.S.A.  With  many  Illus- 
trations. 

'The  Manor  and  Manorial  Records. 
By  Nathaniel  J.  Hone.  With  many  Illus- 
tration-. 


Beginner's  Books,  The 


Easy  French  Rhymes.  By  Henri  Blouet. 
Illustrated.     Fcap.  %vo.     is. 

Easy  Stories  from  English  History.  By 
E.  M.  Wilmot-Buxton,  Author  of  '  Makers 
of  Europe.'    Crown  &vo.     is. 


Easy  Exercises  in  Arithmetic.  Arranged 
by  W.  S.  Beard.  Fcap.  ivo.  Without 
Answers,  is.     Wuh  Answers,  15.  3d. 

Easy  Dictation  and  Spelling.  By  W. 
Williamson,  B.A.  Fourth  Edition.  Fcap. 
i.z-o.     is. 
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Messrs.  Metiiuen's  Catalogue 


Business,  Books  on 

Crown  Stl>.     2s.  GJ.  net. 
A  series  of  volume,  dealing  with  all  the  most  important  aspects  of  commercial  and 
financial  activity.     The  volumes  are  intended  to  treat  separately  all  the  considerable 
industries  and  forms  of  business,  and  to  explain  at  curately  and  dearly  what  thev  do 
and  how  they  do  it.     Some  arc  Illustrated.     The  first  volumes  are — 

By  G.  de  II. 


Ports  and  Docks.     B y  Douglas  Owen. 
Railways.     By  F.  R.  McDermott. 
The  Stock  Exchange.    By  Chas.   Duguid. 
Second  Edition. 

The    Business    of    Insurance.     By  A.    1. 

Wilson. 
The    Electrical    Industry  :    Lighting, 

Traction,  and  Power.    By  A.  G.  Whyte, 

B.Sc. 
The  Shipbuilding    Industry:   Its  History, 

S.  ience,  Practice,  and  Finance.     By  David 

Pollock,  M.I.N.A. 
The  Money  Market.     By  F.  Straker. 
The    Business   Side  of  Agriculture.     By 

A.  G.  L.  Rogers,  M.A. 
Law  in  Business.     By  II.  A.  Wilson. 
The    Brewing    Industry.      By    Julian    L. 

Baker,  F.I.C.,F.C.S. 


The  Automobile  Indi 
Stone. 

Mining    and    Mining    Investments. 
'A.  Moil.' 

The  Business  of  Advertising.  ByClarence 
G.  Moran,  Barrister-at-Law.     Illustrated. 

Trade  Unions.    ByG.  I1! 

*CrviL  Engineering.  By  T.  Claxton  Fidler, 
M.Inst.  C.F..     Illustrated. 

*Tiie    Coal    Industry. 
Illustrated. 

*The   Iron  Trade.      By 
Illustrated. 

"Trusts  and  Kartels.     By  F.  \Y.  Hirst. 

*The  COTTON  Industry.  By  Professor  S.  J. 
Chapman,  Dean  of  the  Faculty  of  Com- 
merce in  the  University  of  Manchester. 
Illustrated. 


By 


By   Frnest   Aves. 
J.    Stephen  Jeans. 


Byzantine  Texts 

Edited  by  J.  B.  BURY,  M.A.,  Litt.D. 
A  series  of  texts  of  Byzantine  Historians,  edited  by  English  and  foreign  scholars. 


Zachari  \n  of  Mitylene.  Translated  by  F. 
J.  Hamilton,  D.D.,  and  F.  W.  Br..  I  . 
Demy  Sr'i'.     i  is.  6d.  net. 

i  I  LGRIUS.  Edited  by  Leon  Parmentier  and 
M.  Bi.ie?.     lle»iy°vo.     10s.  6rf.  net. 


The  History  of   Psellus.      Edited  by  C. 

Sathas.     Demy%vo.     15s.net. 
ECTHESIS  Chronica.      Edited   by  Professor 

Lambros.     Demy  Z'<o.     7s.  Cd.  net. 
The  Chronicle  of  Morea.    Edited  by  John 

Schmitt.     Demy  Zvo.     1  5*.  net. 


Churchman's  Bible,  The 

General  Editor,  J.  H.  BURN,  B.D.,  F.R.S.E. 

A  series  of  Expositions  on  the  Books  of  the  Bible,  which  will  be  of  service  to  the 
peneral  reader  in  the  practical  and  devotional  study  of  the  Sacred  Text. 

Bach  Book  is  provided  with  a  full  and  clear  Introductory  Section,  in  which  is 
stated  what  is  known  or  conjectured  respecting  the  date  and  occasion  of  the  com- 
position of  the  Book, and  any  other  particulars  that  may  help  to  elucidate  its  meaning 
as  a  whole.  The  Exposition  is  divided  into  sections  of  ft  convenient  length,  corre- 
soonding  as  far  as  possible  with  the  divisions  of  the  Church  Lectionary.  The 
Translation  of  the  Authorised  Version  is  printed  in  full,  siu  h  corrections  as  are 
deemed  necessary  being  placed  in  footnotes. 


The  Epistle  of  St.  Paul  the  Apostle  to 
the  Oalatians.  Edited  by  A.  W.  Robin- 
son, M.A.  Second  Edition.  Ecap.  Zvo. 
is.  6d.  net. 

Ecclesiastes.  Edited  by  A.  W.  Streane. 
D.  D.     Ecap.  Sz'O.     is.  6d.  net. 

The  Epistle  of  St.  Paul  i  he  Apostle  to 
the  Philippians.      Edited   by  C.   R.   D.  j 
Biggs,  D.D.     Second  Edition.     Ecap  ivo.   \ 
is.  (sd.  net. 


The  Epistle  of  St.  James.  Edited  by 
H.  W.  Kulford.  M.A.  Ecap.  8rv.  it.  td. 
net. 

Isaiah.  Edited  by  W.  E.  Barnes,  D.D.  Two 
Volumes.  Fcap.  Zvo.  is.  net  each.  With 
Map. 

The  Epistle  of  St.  Paul  the  Apostle  t© 
the  EpHESIANS.  F.dited  by  G.  H,  Whitaker, 
M.A.    Ecap.  8z'0.     It.  6d.  net. 
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Churchman's  Library,  The 

General  Editor,  J.  H.  BURN,  B.D.,  F.R.S.E. 

A  series  of  volumes  upon  such  questions  as  are  occupying  the  attention  of  Church 
people  at  the  present  time.     The  Editor  has  enlisted  the  services  of  a  band  of 
scholars,  who,  having  made  a  special  study  of  their  respective  subjects,  are  in  a 
position  to  furnish  the  best  results  of  modern  research  accurately  and  attractively. 
The  Beginnings  of  English  Christianity.  ,  Evolution.     By  F.  B.  Jevons,  M.A.,  Litt.D. 


By  W.  E.  Collins,  M.A.  With  Map.  Crown 
Zvo.     31.  6d. 

Some  New  Testament  Problems.  By 
Arthur  Wright,  M.A.     Crenun  Zvo.     6s. 

The  Kingdom  of  Heaven  Here  and  Here- 
after. By  Canon  Winterbotham,  M.A., 
B.  Sc. ,  LL.  B.     Crown  Zvo.     3s.  6d. 

The  Workmanship  of  the  Praver  Book  : 
Its  Literary  and  Liturgical  Aspects.  By  J. 
Dowden,U.D.  Second  Edition.  CroiunZvo. 
31.  6d. 


Crown  Zvo.     3.?.  6d. 
The  Old  Testament  and  the  New  Scholar- 
ship.    By  J.  W.  Peters,  D.D.     Crown  Zvo. 

6s. 
The  Churchman's   Introduction   to  the 

Old  Testament.     By  A.  M.  Mackay,  B.  A. 

Crown  Zvo.     -$s.  6d. 
The  Church  of  Christ.     By  E.  T.  Green, 

M.A.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
Comparative    Theology.     By  J.   A.    Mac- 

Culloch.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 


Classical  Translations 

Edited  by  H.   F.   Fox,  M.A. ,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Brasenose  College,  Oxford. 

Crown  %vo. 

A  series  of  Translations  from  the  Greek  and  Latin  Classics,  distinguished  by  literary 
excellence  as  well  as  by  scholarly  accuracy. 


^Eschylus  —  Agamemnon,  Choephoroe,  Eu- 
menides.  Translated  by  Lewis  Campbell, 
LL.D.     J*. 

Cicero— De  Oratore  I.  Translated  bv  E.  N. 
P.  Moor,  M.A.     y.  6d. 

Cicero— Select  Orations  (Pro  Milone,  Pro 
Mureno,  Philippic  11.,  in  Catilinam).  Trans- 
lated by  H.  E.  D.  Blakiston,  M.A.     5s. 

Cicero — De  Natura  Deorum.  Translated  by 
F.  Brooks,  M.A.     3s.  6d. 

Cicero— De  Officiis.  Translated  by  G.  B. 
Gardiner,  M.A.     2s.  6d. 


Horace— The  Odes  and  Epodes.  Translated 
by  A.  D.  Godley,  M.A.     as. 

Lucian — Six  Dialogues  (Nigrinus,  Icaro-Me- 
nippus,  The  Cock,  The  Ship,  The  Parasite, 
The  Lover  of  Falsehood).  Translated  by  S. 
T.  Irwin,  M.A.     3s.  6d. 

Sophocles — Electra  and  Ajax.  Translated  by 
E.  D.  A.  Morshead,  M.A.     as.  td. 

Tacitus — Agricola  and  Germania.  Trans- 
lated by  R.  B.  Townshend.     2.?.  6d. 

The  Satires  of  Juvenal.  Translated  by 
S.  G.  Owen.     2S.  6d. 


Commercial  Series,  Methuen's 

Edited  by  H.  de  B.  GIBBINS,  Litt.D.,  M.A. 

Crown  Sz'o. 

.  A  series  intended  to  assist  students  and  young  men  preparing  for  a  commercial 
career,  by  supplying  useful  handbooks  of  a  clear  and  practical  character,  dealing 
with  those  subjects  which  are  absolutely  essential  in  the  business  life. 

Commercial    Education  in    Theory    and  '•  A  German  Commercial  Reader.     By  S.  E. 

Practice.     By  E.  E.  Whitfield,  M.  A.     5*. 
An  introduction  to  Methuen's  Commercial 

Series  treating  the  question  of  Commercial 

Education  fully  from  both  the  point  of  view 

of  the  teacher  and  of  the  parent. 
British    Commerce    and    Colonies    from 

Elizabeth  to  Victoria.      By   H.    de   B. 

Gibbins,  Litt.D.,  M.A.    Third  Edition,  as. 
Commercial  Examination  Papers.     By  H. 

de  B.  Gibbins,  Litt.D.,  M.A.     is.  6d. 
The  Economics  of  Commerce,      By  H.  de 

B.  Gibbins,  Litt.D.,  M.A.    Second  Edition. 

is.  6d. 


Bally.     With  Vocabulary.     2$. 
A  Commercial  Geography  of  the  British 

Empire.      By  L.  W.  Lyde,  M.A.     "Fourth 

Edition.     2s. 
A    Commercial    Geography    of    Foreign- 
Nations.     By  F.  C.  Boon,  B.A.     2s. 
A    Primer    of    Business.     By   S.   Jackson, 

M.A.     Third  Edition,     is.  6d. 
Commercial  Arithmetic.     By  F.  G.  Taylor, 

M.A.     Eovrth  Edition,     is.  6d. 
French  Commercial  Correspondence.    By 

S.    E.    Bally.      With    Vocabulary.       Third 

Edition,     as. 
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Mkthuen's  Commercial  Sf  Kirs— continued. 

German  Commercial  Correspondence,  By 

S.  E.  Bally.     With  Vocabulary,     as.  6d. 
A  French  Commercial  Readfr.    By  s.  I". 

Bally.  With  Vocabulary.  Second  Edition,  is. 
Precis  Writing  and  Office  Correspond- 

kni-e.      By  K.  E.  Whitfield,  M.A.      Second 

Edition.     2  j. 


A     ('.VIDE     TO     pROFFSSrONS     AND     BUSINESS. 

By  H.  Jones,     is.  Cd. 

The  Principles  of  Book  keeping  bvDouim  r 
Kntry.     By  J.  E.  B.  M-Allen,  M.A.     . 

Commercial  Law.  By  V*'.  Douglas  Edward,. 
Second  Edition.     as. 


Connoisseur's  Library,  The 

Wide  Royal  Sr'o.     2$s.  net. 

A  sumptuous  .series  of  20  hooks  on  art,  written  by  experts  for  collectors,  superbly 
illustrated  in  photogravure,  collotype,  and  colour.  The  technical  side  of  the  art  is 
duly  treated.      The  fust  volumes  arc — 


.Mezzotints.  By  Cyril  Davenport.  With  40 
Plates  in  Photogravure. 

Porcbi.ain.  By  Edward  Dillon.  With  19 
Plates  in  Colour,  20  in  Collotype,  and  5  in 
Photogravure. 

Mi.niati'res.      By  Dudley  Heath.      With  9 


Plates  in  Colour,  15  in  Collotype,  and  15  in 

Photogravure. 
Ivories.     By  A.  Maskell.     With  80  Plates  in 

Collotype  and  Photogravure. 
-English  Furniture.     By  F.  S.  Robinson. 

With   160  Plates  in   Collotype  and  one  in 

Photogravure. 


Devotion,  The  Library  of 

With  Introductions  and  (where  necessary)  Notes. 
Small  rott  Svo,  doth,  2s.  ;  leather,  2s.  6d.  net. 

These  masterpieces  of  devotional  literature  are  furnished  with  such  Introductions 
and  Notes  as  may  be  necessary  to  explain  the  standpoint  of  the  author  and  the 
obvious  difficulties  of  the  text,  without  unnecessary  intrusion  between  the  author  and 
the  devout  mind. 

The  Confessions  of  St.  Augustinf.  Edited 

byC.  Bigg,  D.D.     Third  Edition. 
The   Christian    Year.      Edited  by  Walter 

Lock,  D.  D.     Second  Edition. 
The  Imitation   of  Christ.     Edited  by  C. 

Bigg,  D.D.     Fourth  Edition. 
A   Book   of   Devotions.     Edited  by  j.    W. 

Stanbridge.  B.D.     Second  Edit.cn. 


Edited     by    Walter 

Devout  and  Holy 
Bigg,  D.D.    Second 


l.VRA      InN'OCENTIUM. 

Lock,  D.D. 
A  Serious  Call  to  a 

Liee.     Edited  by  C. 

Edition. 
The   Temple.     Edited   by  E.  C.  S.  Gibson, 

D.D. 
A  Guide  to   Eternity.     Edited  by  J.  W. 

Stanbridge,  B.D. 
The   Psalms  of   David.     Edited  by  B.  W. 

Randolph.  D.D. 
Lyra   Aposiolica.     Edited  by  Canon  Scott 

Holland  and  Canon  H.  C.  leeching.  M.A. 
The  Inner  Way.     By  J.  Tauler.     Edited  by 

A.  W.  Hutton,  M.A. 
The  Thoughts  of  Pascal.      Edited  by  C. 

S.  Jerrani,  M.A. 


On    niE  Love  of  God.     By  St.    Francis  de 

Sales.     Edited  by  W.  J.  Knox-Little,  M.A. 
A    Manual    of     Consolation    from    the 

Saints   and   Fathers.     Edited  by   T.   11 

Hum,  B.D. 
The  Song  ok  Songs.    Edited  by  B.  Blaxland 

M.A. 
The  Devotions  of  St.  Ansrlm.    Edited  by 

C.  C.  J.  Webb,  M.A. 
Grace  Abounding.  By  John  Banyan.  Edited 

by  S.  C.  Freer,  MA. 
Bishop  Wilson's  Sacka  Pkivata.      Edited 

by  A.  E.  Burn,  B.I). 
Lyra    Sacra  :     A    Book    of   Sacred    Verse. 

Edited  by  H.  C.  Beeching,  M.A.,  Canon  of 

Westminster. 
A  Day  Book  from  the  Saints  and  Fathers. 

Edited  by  J.  H.  Burn,  B.D. 

Heavenly  Wisdom.  A  Selection  from  the 
English  Mystic-.     Edited  by  E.  C.  Gregory. 

Light,  Life,  and  Love.  A  Selection  from  the 
German  Mystics.     Edited  by  W.  R.  Inge, 

M.A.  " 

*The  Devout  Life  of  St.  Francis  [>f  Sales. 

Translated  and  FJited  by  T.  Barns.  M.A. 
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Methuen's  Half-Crown  Library 

Crown  8vo.     2s.  6d~.  net. 


ToHN 

M.A. 


Rdskin.      By  W.   G. 

With  Portraits.  Fourth. 


By  W.  E.  Henley.    Second 


The  Life  or 

Colling  wood 

Edition. 
English  Lyrics. 

Edition. 
The  Golden  Pomi*.    A  Procession  of  English 

Lyrics.     Arranged  by  A.  T.  Quiller  Couch. 

Second  Edition. 
Chitral  :  The  Story  of  a  Minor  Siege.     By 

Sir    G-    S.    Robertson,    K. C.S.I.       Third 

Edition.  With  numerous  Illustrations,  Map, 

and  Plan. 


Strange  Survivals  and  Superstitions.  By 
S.  Baring-Gould.     Third  Edition. 

*Yorkshire  Oddities  and  Strange  Events. 
By  S.  Baring-Gould.     Fourth  Edition. 

English  Villages.  By  P.  H.  Ditchfield, 
M.A.,  F.S.A.     With  many  Illustrations. 

*A  Book  of  English  Prose.  By  W.  E. 
Henley  and  C.  Whibley. 

*Tke  Land  of  the  Black  Mountain. 
Being  a  Description  of  Montenegro.  By 
R.  Wyon  and  G.  Prance.  With  40  Illustra- 
tions. 


Illustrated  Pocket  Library  of  Plain  and  Coloured  Books,  The 

Fcap  Svo.     3.?.  6d.  net  each  volume. 
A  series,  in  small  form,  of  some  of  the  famous  illustrated  books  of  fiction  and 
general  literature.      These  are  faithfully  reprinted  from  the  first  or   best  editions 
without  introduction  or  notes.     The  Illustrations  are  chiefly  in  colour. 

COLOURED    BOOKS 

Old  Coloured  Books.     By  George  Paston.  j  The  English  Dance  of   Death,  from  the 
With  16 Coloured  Plates.  Fca/>.  Svo.  zs.  net.  \        Designs  of  T.   Rowlandson,  with   Metrical 
The  Life  and  Death  of  John  Mytton,  Esy.  '        Illustrations    by    the    Author    of    'Doctor 


By  Nimrod.     With  iS  Coloured  Plates  by 

Henry  Aiken  and  T.   J.    Rawlins.     Third 

Edition. 
The  Life  of  a  Sportsman.      By  Nimrod. 

With  35  Coloured  Plates  by  Henry  Aiken. 
Handlky  Cross.     By  R.   S.  Surtees.     With 

xy  Coloured  Plates  and  100  Woodcuts  in  the 

Text  by  John  Leech. 
Mr.   Sponge's  Sporting  Tour.     By  R.  S. 

Surtees.     With  13  Coloured  Plates  and  90 

Woodcuts  in  the  Text  by  John  Leech. 
Jokrocks'  Jaunts  and  Jollities.    By  R.  S. 

Surtees.     With  15  Coloured  Plates  by  H. 

Aiken. 

This   volume   is  reprinted   from   the    ex- 
tremely rare  and  costly  edition  of  1843,  which 

contains    Aiken  s    very    fine     illustrations 

instead  of  the  usual  ones  by  Phiz. 
Ask  Mamma.      By  R.  S.  Surtees.     With  13 

Coloured   Plates  and   70  Woodcuts  in  the 

Text  by  John  Leech. 
The  Analysis  of  1  he  Hunting  Field.     By 

R.  S.  Surtees.     With  7  Coloured  Plates  by 

Henry  Aiken,  and  43  Illustrations  on  Wood. 
The   Tour   of    Dr.  Syntax  in  Search  of 

the  Picturesque.     By   William   Combe. 

With  30  Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson. 
The  Tour  of  Doctor  Syntax  in  Search 

of    Consolation.      By   William    Combe. 

With  24  Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson. 
The  Third   Touk   ok   Doctor   Syntax  in 

Search  of  a  Wife.    By  William  Combe. 

With  24  Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson. 
The  History  of  Johnny  Quae  Genus  :  the 

Little   Foundling  of  the  late   Dr.  Syntax. 

By  the  Author  of  '  The  Three  Tours.'   With 

24  Coloured  Plates  by  Rowlandson. 


Syntax.'     Two  Volumes. 

This  book  contains  76  Coloured  Plates. 

The  Dance  of  Li  fe  :  A  Poem.  By  the  Author 
of  'Doctor  Syntax.'  Illustrated  with  26 
Coloured  Engravings  by  T.  Rowlandson. 

Life  in  London:  or,  the  Day  and  Night 
Scenes  of  Jerry  Hawthorn,  Esq..  and  his 
Elegant  Friend,  Corinthian  Tom.  By 
Pierce  Egan.  With  36  Coloured  Plates  by 
1.  R.  and  G.  Cruikshank.  With  numerous 
Designs  on  Wood. 

Real  Life  in  London  :  or,  the  Rambles 
and  Adventures  of  Bob  Tallyho,  Esq.,  and 
his  Cousin,  The  Hon.  Tom  Dashall.  By  an 
Amateui  (Pierce  Egan).  With  31  Coloured 
Plates  by  Aiken  and  Rowlandson,  etc. 
Two  Volumes. 

The  Life  of  an  Actor.  By  Pierce  Egan. 
With  27  Coloured  Plates  by  Theodore  Lane, 
and  several  Designs  on  Wood. 

TheVicar  of  Wakefield.  By  Oliver  Gold- 
smith. With  24  Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Row- 
landson. 

A  lcj.roduclioii  of  a  \ery  rare  book. 

The  Military  Adventures  of  Johnny 
Newcome.  By  an  Officer.  With  15  Coloured 
Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson. 

The  National  Sports  of  Gkf.at  Britain. 
With  Descriptions  and  51  Coloured  Plates 
by  Henry  Aiken. 

This  book  is  completely  different  from  the 
large  folio  edition  of  '  National  Sports '  by 
the  same  artist,  and  none  of  the  plates  are 
similar. 

The  Adventures  of  a  Post  Captain.  By 
A  Naval  Officer.  With  24  Coloured  Plates 
by  Mr.  Williams. 
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The  Illustrated  Pocket  Library — continued. 

Gamonia  :  or,  the  Art  of  Preserving  Game  ; 
and  an  Improved  Method  of  making  Planta- 
tions and  Covers,  explained  and  illustrated 
by  Lawrence  Rawstorne,  Eaij.  Willi  15 
Colourcl  Plates  by  T.  Rawlins. 

AnAcadlmv  for  Grown  Horsemen:  Con- 
taining the  completed  Instructions  for 
Walking,  Trotting,  Cantering,  Galloping, 
Stumbling, and  Tumbling,  Illustrated  with 
27  Coloured  Plates,  and  adorned  wiih  a 
Portrait  of  the  Author.  By  Geoffrey 
Gambado,  Eoq. 

Real  Life  in  Ireland,  or,  the  Day  and 
Night  Scenes  of  Brian  Boru,  Esq.,  and  his 


1 


I 


PLAIN 

The  Gravi  :  A  Poem.  By  Robert  Blair. 
Illustrated  by  12  Etchings  executed  by  Louis 
Schiavonetti  from  the  original  Inventions  of 

William  Blake.  Willi  an  Engraved  Title  Page 
and  a  Portrait  of  Blake  by  T.  Phillips,  R.A. 
The  illustrations  are  reproduced  in  photo- 
gravure. 
Illustrations  of  the  Book  ok  Job.     In- 
vented   and    engraved  by  William    Blake. 
These  famous   1  llu  -nations — 21  in  number 
— are  reproduced  in  photogravure. 
1    op's    Fables.      With    300   Woodcuts   by 

Thomas  Bewick. 
Windsor  Castle.  ByW.  Harrison  Ainsworth. 
With  22  Plates  and  87  Woodcuts  in  the  Text 
by  George  Cruikshank. 


I  legant  Friend,  .-ir  Shawn  O'Dogherty. 
By  a  Real  Paddy.  With  19  Coloured  Plate, 
by  Heath,  Mark.-,  etc. 
he  Adventures  of  Johnny  Newcome  in 
the  Navy.  By  Alfred  Burton.  With  16 
Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson. 
he   Old   1  1   Squire:  A  Poem.     By 

John   Careless,    Esq.      With   20   Coloured 
Plates  after  the  style  of  T.  Rowlandson. 

•The  ENGLISH  Spy.  By  Bernard  Black- 
mantle.  With  72  Coloured  Plates  by  R. 
Cruikshank,  and  many  Illustration^  on 
wood.     Two  Voluma. 

BOOKS 

The  Tower  ok  London.  By  W.  Harrison 
Ainsworth.  With  40  Plates  and  58  Woodcuts 
in  the  Text  by  George  Cruikshank. 

Frank  Fairlegh.  By  F.  E.  Smedley.  With 
30  Plates  by  George  Cruikshank. 

Handy  Andy.  By  Samuel  Lover.  With  24 
Illustrations  by  the  Author. 

The  Com  pleat  Angler.  By  Izaak  Walton 
and  Charles  Cotton.  With  14  Plates  and  77 
Woodcuts  in  the  Text. 

This  volume  is  reproduced  from  the  beauti- 
ful edition  of  John  Major  of  18J4. 

The  Pickwick  Papers.  _  By  Charles  Dickens. 
With  the  43  Illustrations  by  Seymour  and 
Phiz,  the  two  Buss  Plates,  and  the  32  Con- 
temporary Onwhyn  Plates. 


Junior  Examination  Series 

Edited  by  A.  M.  M.  STEDMAN,  M.A.  Fcap.  Zvo.  is. 
This  series  is  intended  to  lead  up  to  the  School  Examination  Series,  and  is  intended 
for  the  use  of  teachers  and  student-,  to  supply  material  for  the  former  and  practice 
for  the  latter.  The  papers  are  carefully  graduated,  cover  the  whole  of  the  suhv  1  t 
usually  taught,  and  are  intended  to  form  part  of  the  ordinary  class  work.  Th  y 
may  be  used  viva  voce  or  as  a  written  examination. 

Junior  French  Examination  Papers.    By    Junior  Greek  Examination  Papers.  ByT. 


F.  Jacob,  M.A. 
Junior  Latin  Examination  Paters.     ByC. 

G.  Bolting,  M.A.     Third  Edition. 

fr    IOR  1-  NGLISH  EXAMINATION  PAPERS.      By 

\V.  Williamson,  M.A. 

Junior   ARITHMETIC    EXAMINATION  PAPERS. 

ByW.  S.  Beard.     Second  Edition. 
K    tOR  Algebra  Examination  Papers.    By 
.  .  W.  Finn,  M.A. 


C.  Weatherhead,  M.A. 

Junior  General  Information  Examina- 
tion Papers.    By  W.  S.  Beard. 

*A  Kev  to  the  ABOVE.     Crown  Svo.     $s.  6d. 

Junior  Geography  Examination  Papers. 
ByW.  G.  Baker,  M.A. 

Junior  German  Examination  Papers.  By 
A.  Vbegelin,  M.A. 


Junior  School-Books,  Methuen's 

Edited  by  O.  D.  Inskip,  LL.D. ,  and  W.  Williamson,  B.A. 

A  series  of  elementary  books  for  pupils  in  lower  forms,  simply  written 
by  teachers  of  experience. 

A  Class-Book  of  Dictation  Passages.  By  I  The  Gospel  According  to  St.  Matthew. 
W.  William,  on,  B.A.  Tenth  Edition.  Crown]  Edited  by  E.  Wilton  South,  M.A.  With 
&Pt>.     is.  6d.  Three  Maps.     Crown  ivo.     u.  6d. 
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Methuen's  Junior  School-Books—  continued. 

The  Gospel  Accordingto  St.  Mark.   Edited 

by  A.  E.  Rubie,  D.D.    With  Three  Maps. 

Crown  Zvo.     is.  6d. 
A  Junior  English  Grammar.  By  W.William 

son,  B.A.  With  numerous  passages  for  parsing 

and  analysis,  and  a  chapter  on  Essay  Writing 

Second  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     zs. 
A  Junior  Chemistry.     By  E.  A.  Tyler,  B.  A. 

F.C.S.    With  78  Illustrations.    Second  Edi 

Hon.     Croivn  Zz>o.     zs.  6d. 
The  Acts  of  the  Apostles.    Edited  by  A 

E.  Rubie,  D.D.     Crown  Zvo.     zs. 
A    Junior    French    Grammar.      By  L.  A 

Sornet  and  M.  J.  Acatos.    Crown  Zvo.     2s. 
Elementary  Experimental  Science.  Phy 

sics  by  W.  T.  Clough,  A. R. C. S.  Chemistry 


by  A.  E.  Dunstan,  B.Sc.   With  2  Plates  and 

254  Diagrams.     Crown  Zvo.    zs.  6d. 
A  Junior  Geometry.      By  Noel  S.  Lydon. 

With  230  Diagrams.     Crcnvn  Zvo.     zs. 
*A  Junior  Magnetism  and  Electricity.  By 

W.  T.  Clough.        With  many  Illustrations. 

Crown  Zvo. 
Elementary     Experimental     Chemistry. 

By  A.   E.  Dunstan,   B.Sc.     With  4  Plates 

and  109  Diagrams.     Croivn  Zvo.     zs. 
A    Junior    French    Prose     Composition. 

By  R.  R.  N.  Baron,  M.  A.    Cr<non  Zvo.    zs. 
*The  Gospel  According  to  St.  Luke.  With 

an    Introduction    and    Notes    by    William 

Williamson,  B.A.  With  Three  Maps.  Crown 

Zvo.     is.  6d. 


With  Portraits. 


Leaders  of  Religion 

Edited  by  H.  C.  BEECHING,  M.A.,  Canon  of  Westminster 

Crown  8vo.     2s.  net. 
A  series  of  short  biographies  of  the  most  prominent  leaders  of  religious   life 
and  thought  of  all  ages  and  countries. 

By  W.  H.  Hutton,   M.A. 


Cardinal  Newman.  By  R.  H.  Hutton. 
John  Wesley.  By  J.  H.  Overton,  M.A. 
Bishop   Wilberforce.     By  G.  W.  Daniell, 

M.A. 
Cardinal  Manning.  By  A.  W.  Hutton,  M.A. 
Charles  Simeon.     By  H.  C.  G.  Moule,  D.D. 
John  Keble.     By  Walter  Lock,  D.D. 
Thomas  Chalmers.     By  Mrs.  Oliphant. 
Lancelot    Andrewes.      By  R.   L.   Ottley, 

D  D.     Second  Editioji. 
Augustine    of   Canterbury.      By    E.    L. 

Cutts,  D.D. 


!  William  Laud. 

Second  Edition. 
John  Knox.  ByF.MacCunn.  Second  Edition. 
John  Howe.     By  R.  F.  Horton,  D.D. 
Bishop  Ken.     By  F.  A.  Clarke,  M.A. 
George  Fox,  the  Quaker.    By  T.  Hodekin, 

D.C.L. 
John  Donne.     By  Augustus  Jessopp,  D.D. 
Thomas  Cranmer.     By  A.  J.  Mason,  D.D 
Bishop  Latimer.      By  R.  M.  Cariyle  and  A. 

J.  Cariyle,  M.A. 
Bishop  Butler.     By  W.  A.  Spooner,  M.A. 

Little  Blue  Books,  The 

General  Editor,  E.  V.  LUCAS. 
Illustrated.     De?ny  i6mo.     2s.  6d. 
A  series  of  books  for  children.     The  aim  of  the  editor  is  to  get  entertaining  or 
exciting  stories  about  normal  children,  the  moral  of  which  is  implied  rather  than 
expressed. 


1.  The  Castaways  of  Meadowbank.      By 

Thomas  Cobb. 

2.  The  Beechnut  Book.    By  Jacob  Abbott. 

Edited  by  E.  V.  Lucas. 

3.  The  Air  Gun.     By  T.  Hilbert. 

4.  A  School  Year.     By  Netta  Syrett. 

5.  The  Peeles  at  the  Capital.     By  Roger 

Ashton. 


6.  The  Treasure  of  Princegate  Priory 

By  T.  Cobb. 

7.  Mrs.    Barberry's    General    Shop.      By 

Roger  Ashton. 

8.  A  Book  of  Bad  Children.      By  W.  T. 

Webb. 

9.  The  Lost  Ball.    By  Thomas  Cobb. 


Little  Books  on  Art 

With  many  Illustrations.     Demy  1  bmo.     2s.  6a7.  net. 
A  series  of  monographs  in  miniature,   containing  the  complete  outline  of  the 
subject  under  treatment  and  rejecting  minute  details.     These  books  are  produced 
with  the  greatest  care.     Each  volume  consists  of  about  200  pages,  and  contains  from 
30  to  40  illustrations,  including  a  frontispiece  in  photogravure. 
Greek  Art.  Second  Edition.  H.  B.  Walters.  I  Reynolds.    J.  Sime. 
Bookplates.    E.Almack.  |  Romney.    George  Paston. 
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Little  Books  on  Art — continued. 

Watts.     K.  E.  D.  Sketchley. 

Leighton.     Alice  Corkran. 

Velasquez.      Wilfrid  Wilberforce  and  A.  R. 

Gilbert. 
Greuze  and  Roucher.    Eliza  F.  Pollard. 
Vandyck.     M.  G.  Smallwood. 
Turner.     F.  Tyrell-Gill. 
Durer.     Jessie  Allen. 
Hoppner.     H.  P.  K.  Skipton. 
Holbein.    Mrs.  G.  Fortescue. 


Burne-Jones.     Fortunee  de  Lisle. 
Rembrandt.     Mrs.  E.  A.  Sharp 
Corot.     Alice  Pollard  and  Ethel  Birnstingl. 
Raphael.     A.  R.  Dryhurst. 
Millet.     Netta  Peacock. 
Illuminated  MSS.    J.  W.  Bradley. 
*Christ  in  Art.     Mrs.  Henry  Jenner. 
'Jewellery.     Cyril  Davenport. 
'Claude.    Edward  Dillon. 


Little  Galleries,  The 

Demy  iGmo.     2s.  6rf.  net. 
A  series  of  little  books  containing  examples  of  the  best  work  of  the  great  painters. 
Each  volume  contains  20  plates  in  photogravure,  together  with  a  short  outline  of  the 
life  and  work  of  the  master  to  whom  the  book  is  devoted. 


A  Little  Gallery  of  Reynolds. 
A  Little  Gallery  of  Romney. 
A  Little  Gallery  of  Hoppner. 


A  Little  Gallery  of  Mili.ais. 

A  Little  Gallery  of  English  Posts. 


Little  Guides,  The 

Small  Pott  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6<i.  net.;  leather,  is.  6d.  net. 

Illustrated  by  F.  I). 


Oxford   and  its  Colleges.     By  J.  Wells, 

M.A.     Illustrated  by  K.  H.  New.     Fourth 

Edition. 
Cambridge    and     its    Colleges.       By    A. 

Hamilton    Thompson.      Second     Edition. 

Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 
The    Malvern    Country.      By    B.    C.   A. 

Windle,  D.Sc,  F.R.S.      Illustrated  by  E. 

H.  New. 
Shakespeare's   Country.       By    B.    C.    A. 

Windle,  D.Sc,  F.R.S.      Illnstrated  by   E. 

H.  New.     Second  Edition. 
Sussex.    By  F.  G.  Brabant,  M.A.    Illustrated 

by  E.  H.  New. 
Westminster  Abbey.     By  G.  E.  Troutbeck. 

Illustrated  by  F.  D.  Bedford. 
Norfolk.     By  W.   A.    Dutt.     Illustrated  by 

B.  C.  Boulter. 
Cornwall.     By  A.   L.   Salmon.      Illustrated 

by  B.  C.  Boulter. 
Hmttany.     By  S.  Baring-Gould.     Illustrated 

by  J.  Wylie. 
Hertfordshire.       By     11.     W.     Tompkins, 

F.R.H.S.     Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 
The  English    Lakes.      By  F.   <;.   Brabant, 

M.A.     Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 


Illustrated  by  B. 
ich.     Illus- 

Illustrated 
Illus- 


Kent.     By  G.  Clinch. 

Hedford. 
Rome     By  C.  G.  Ellaby 

C.  Boulter. 
The  Isle  of  Wight.     By  G.  Clinch.     Illus 

trated  by  F.  D.  Bedford. 
Surrey.     By  F.  A.   H.  Lambert 

by  E.  H.  New. 
Buckinghamshire.    By  E.  S.  Roscoe. 

trated  by  F.  D.  Bedford. 
Suffolk.     By  W.  A.  Dutt.     Illustrated  by  J. 

Wylie. 
Derbyshire.     By  J.  C.  Cox,  LL.D.,  F.S.A. 

Illustrated  by  J.  C.  Wall. 
The  North  Riding  of  Yorkshire.     By  J. 

E.     Morris.       Illustrated     by     R.     J.     S. 

Bertram. 
Hampshire.     By  J.  C.  Cox. 

M.  E.  Purser. 
Sicily.      By   1".    H.    Jackson 

Illustrations  by  the  Author. 
Dorset.    By  Frank  R.  Heath. 
Cheshire.    By  W.  M.  Gallichan 

by  Elizabeth  Hartley. 


Illustrated  by 


With 


many 


Illustrated. 
Illustrated 


Little  Library,  The 

With  Introductions,  Notes,  and  Photogravure  Frontispieces. 
Small  Pott  Svo.     Each  Volume,  cloth,  is.  6d,  net ;  leather,  2s.  6d.  net. 
A  series  of  small  books  under  the  above  title,  containing  some  of  the  famous  works 
in  English  and  other  literatures,  in  the  domains  of  fiction,  poetry,  and  belles  lettres. 
The  series  also  contains  volumes  of  selections  in  prose  and  verse. 

The  books  are  edited  with  the  most  sympathetic  and  scholarly  care.  Each  one 
contains  an  introduction  which  gives  (1)  a  short  biography  of  the  author;  (2)  a 
critical  estimate  of  the  book.  Where  they  are  necessary,  short  notes  are  added  at 
the  foot  of  the  page. 
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Each  volume  has  a  photogravure  frontispiece,  and  the  books  are  produced  with 
great  care. 


Anon.  ENGLISH  LYRICS,  A  LITTLE 
BOOK  OF. 

Austen  (Jane).  PRIDE  AND  PREJU- 
DICE. Edited  by  E.  V.  Lucas.  Tivo 
Volumes. 

NORTHANGER  ABBEY.  Edited  by  E.  V. 
Lucas. 

Bacon  (Francis).  THE  ESSAYS  OF 
LORD  BACON.  Edited  by  ;  Edward 
Wright 

Barham  (R.   H.).      THE   INGOLDSBY 

LEGENDS.     Edited    by    J.    B.    Atlay. 

Tivo  Volumes. 
Barnett  (Mrs.  P.  A.).    A  LITTLE  BOOK 

OF  ENGLISH  PROSE. 
Beckford  (William).      THE   HISTORY 

OF   THE  CALIPH   VATHEK.     Edited 

by  E.  Denison  Ross. 

Blake  (William).   SELECTIONS  FROM 

WILLIAM    BLAKE.     Edited  by  M. 
Perugini. 
Borrow  (George).    LAVENGRO.    Edited 

by  F.  Hindes  Groome.      Tivo  I'olumes. 
THE    ROMANY    RYE.      Edited  by  John 

Sampson. 
Browning  (Robert).    SELECTIONS 

FROM  THE  EARLY  POEMS  OF 
ROBERT  BROWNING.  Edited  by  W. 
Hall  Griffin,  M.A. 

Canning  (George).  SELECTIONS  FROM 
THE  ANTI-JACOBIN  :  with  George 
Canning's  additional  Poems.  Edited  by 
Lloyd  Sanders. 

Cowley  (Abraham).    THE  ESSAYS  OF 

ABRAHAM  COWLEY.  Edited  by  H.  C. 
Minchin. 

Crabbe  (George).    SELECTIONS  FROM 

GEORGE    CRABBE.      Edited  by  A.  C. 

Deane. 
Craik  (Mrs.).     JOHN   HALIFAX, 

GENTLEMAN.      Edited  by  Anne 

Matheson.     Two  Volumes. 
Crawshaw  (Richard).    THE  ENGLISH 

POEMS  OF  RICHARD  CRAWSHAW. 

Edited  by  Edward  Hutton. 

Dante  (Alighieri).   the  inferno  OF 

DANTE.        Translated  by   H.    F.    Cary. 

Edited  by  Paget  Toynbee,  M.A.,  D.Liu. 
THE  PURGATORIO  OF  DANTE.    Trans- 

lated  by  H.  F.  Cary.     Edited  by  Paget 

Toynbee,  M.A.,  D.Litt. 
THE    PARADISO    OF    DANTE.      Trans- 

lated  by  H.  F.  Cary.     Edited  by  Paget 

Toynbee,  M.A.,  D.Litt. 
Darley  (George).    SELECTIONS  FROM 

THE  POEMS  OF  GEORGE  DARLEY. 

Edited  by  R.  A.  Streatfeild. 
Deane  (A.  C).     A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF 

LIGHT  VERSE. 
Dickens  (Charles).  CHRISTMAS  BOOKS. 

Ttvo  Volumes. 


Ferrier  (Susan).  MARRIAGE.  Edited 
by  A,  Goodrich  -  Freer  and  Lord 
Iddesleigh.     Tivo  Volumes. 

THE  INHERITANCE.     Two  Voluvies. 

Gaskell(Mrs.).  CRANFORD.  Edited  by 
E.  V.  Lucas. 

Hawthorne  (Nathaniel).  THE  SCARLET 
LETTER.     Edited  by  Percy  Dearmer. 

Henderson  (T.  F.).  A  LITTLE  BOOK 
OF  SCOTTISH  VERSE. 

KeatS  (John).  POEMS.  With  an  Intro- 
duction by  L.  Binyon,  and  Notes  by  J. 
Masefield. 

Kinglake  (A.  W.).  EOTHEN.  With  an 
Introduction  and  Notes. 

Lamb  (Charles).     ELIA,    AND    THE 

LAST   ESSAYS   OF    ELIA.     Edited    by 

E.  V.  Lucas. 
Locker  (F.).     LONDON  LYRICS      Edited 

by  A.  D.  Godley,  M.A.     A  reprint  of  the 

First  Edition. 
Longfellow  (H.   W.).     SELECTIONS 

FROM     LONGFELLOW.        Edited    by 

L.  M.  Faithfull. 
Marvell  (Andrew).     THE   POEMS   OF 

ANDREW    MARVELL.     Edited   by  E. 

Wright. 
Milton  (John).     THE   MINOR  POEMS 

OF  JOHN  MILTON.     Edited  by  H.  C. 

Beeching,  M.A.,  Canon  of  Westminster. 
Moir(D.  M).     MANSIEWAUCH.    Edited 

by  F.  Henderson. 
Nichols  (J.  B.  B.).  A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF 

ENGLISH  SONNETS. 
Rochefoucauld  (La).  THE  MAXIMS  OF 

LA     ROCHEFOUCAULD.       Translated 
by  Dean   Stanhope.      Edited  by  G.    H. 
Powell. 
Smith  (Horace  and  James).  REJECTED 

ADDRESSES.     Edited  by  A.  D.  Godley, 
M.A. 

Sterne  (Laurence).  A  SENTIMENTAL 
JOURNEY.     Edited  by  H.  W.  Paul. 

Tennyson  (Alfred,  Lord).  THE  EARLY 
POEMS  OF  ALFRED,  LORD  TENNY- 
SON.  Edited  by  J.  Churton  Collins, 
M.A. 

IN  ME  MORI  AM.  Edited  by  H.  C. 
Beechixg,  M.A. 

THE  PRINCESS.  Edited  by  Elizabeth 
Wordsworth. 

MAUD.  Edited  by  Elizabeth  Wordsworth. 

Thackeray (W.  M.).    VANITY  FAIR. 

Edited  by  S.  Gwynn.     77iree  Volumes. 
PENDENNIS.    Edited  by  S.  Gwynn. 

Three  Volumes. 
ESMOND.     Edited  by  S.  Gwynn. 
CHRISTMAS  BOOKS.  Edited  by  S.  Gwynn. 
Vaughan  (Henry).     THE   POEMS   OF 

HENRY  VAUGHAN.  Edited  by  Edward 

Hutton. 

\Continued. 
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The  Little  Library — continued. 

Walton    Uzaak).      THE     COMPLF.AT 

ANGLER.     Edited  by  J.  Buchan. 


Wordsworth (W.).   SELECTIONS  FROM 

WORDSWORTH.      Edited    by   Nowell 

C.  Smith. 
Wordsworth  <W.)  and  Coleridge  (S.  T.). 

LYRICAL  BALLADS.   Edited  by  George 

Sampson. 


Waterhouse  (Mrs.  AlfredL  A  LITTLE 
BOOK  OF  LIKE  AND  DEATH.  Edited 
by.     Fourth  Edition. 

Miniature  Library,  Methuen's 

Reprints  in  miniature  of  a  few  interesting  books  which  have  qualities  of 
humanity,  devotion,  or  literary  genius. 


Euphranor  :  A  Dialogue  on  Youth.  By 
Edward  Fit7<  ierald.  From  the  edition  pub- 
lished by  W.  Bickering  in  1851.  Demy 
32tno.     Leather,  2s.  Hit, 

Polonius:  or  Wise  Saws  and  Modern  In- 
stances. By  Edward  FitzGerald.  From 
the  edition  published  by  W.  Pickering  in 
1852.     Demy  32»w.     Leather,  2s.  net. 

The  RubAivAt  of  Omar  KhayyAm.  By 
Edward  FitzGerald.  From  the  1st  edition 
of  1859,  Third  Edition.     Leather,  is.net. 


The  Life  of  Edward,  Lord  Herbert  of 
Cherbury.  Written  by  himself.  From 
the  edition  printed  at  Strawberry  Hill  in 
the  year  1764.  Medium  32)110.  Leather, 
2s.  net. 

The  Visions  of  Dom  Francisco  Quevhdo 
Vii.lkgas,  Knight  of  the  Order  of  St. 
James.  Made  English  by  R.  L.  From  the 
edition  printed  for  H.  Herringman,  1668. 
Leather.    2s.  net. 

Poems.  By  Dora  Greenwell.  From  the  edi- 
tion of  1848.     Leather,  2s.  net. 


The  Oxford  Biographies 

Fcap.  %vo.     Each  volume,  cloth,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather,  %s.  6d.  vet. 
These  books  are  written   by  scholars   of  repute,  who  combine  knowledge  and 
literary  skill  with  the  power  of  popular  presentation.     They  are  illustrated  from 


authentic  material. 

Dante  Ai.ighieri.    By  Paget  Toynbee,  M.A., 

D.Litt.      With    12    Illustrations.      Second 

Edition. 
Savonarola.     By  E.  L.  S.  Horsburgh,  M.A. 

With  12  Illustrations.     Seco)id Edition. 
John  Howard.     By  E.  C  S.  Gibson,  D.D., 

Vicar  of  Leeds.     With  12  Illustrations. 
Tennyson.    By  A.  C.  Benson,  M.A.    With 

9  Illustrations.  I 

Walter  Raleigh.     By  I.  A.  Taylor      With 

12  Illustrations. 
Erasmus.  _  By  E.  F.  H.  Capey.      With   12 

Illustrations. 
The  Young  Pretender.     By  C.   S.  Terry-  I 

With  12  Illustrations. 


T.     F. 


Henderson. 
With    12 


Robert    Burns.      By 

With  12  Illustrations. 
Chatham.     By   A.    S.    M'Dowall. 

Illustrations. 
St.  Francis  of  Assist.     By  Anna  M.  Stod- 

dart.     With  16  Illustrations. 
Canning.  _    By   W.    A.    Phillips.       With    12 

Illustrations. 
Bf.aconsfield.     By  Walter  Sichel.     With  12 

Illustrations. 
Goethe.     By  H.  G.  Atkins. 

trations. 
•"Fenf.i.on.      By  Viscount  St. 

12  Illustrations. 


With  12  IWus- 
Cyres.      With 


Edited  by  A 
French  Examination  Papers.     By  A.  M. 
M.  Stedman,  M.A.     Thirteenth  /edition. 
A    Key,  issued   to    Tutors   and  Private 
Students  only  to  be  had  on  application 
to     the    Publishers.        Fifth    Edition. 
Crown  Svo.    6s.  net. 
Latin  Examination  Papers.    By  A.  M.  M. 
Stedman,  M.A.     Twelfth  Edition. 
Key  {Fourth  Edition)  issued  as  above. 
6s.  net. 
Greek  Examination  Papers.    By  A.  M.  M. 
Stedman,  M.A.     Seventh  Edition. 

Kfy  'Second  Edition)  issued  as  above. 
6s.  net. 
German  Examination  Papers.      By  R.  J. 
Morich.     Fifth  Edition. 


School  Examination  Series 

M.  M.  STEDMAN,  M.A.     Crown  8vo.     zs.  6d. 

Key  {Second  Edition)  issued  as  above. 
6s.  net. 


History  and  Geography  Examination- 
papers.  By  C.  H.  Spence,  M.A.  Third 
Edition. 

Physics  Examination  Paters.  By  R.  E. 
Steel,  M.A.,  F.C.S. 

General  Knowledge  Examination 
Papers.  By  A.  M.  M.  Stedman,  M.A. 
Fifth  Edition. 

Key  {Third  Edition)  issued   as  above. 
7.r.  net. 

Examination  Papers  in  English  History. 
By  J.  Tait  Plowden-Wardlaw,  B.A. 
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Social  Questions  of  To-day 

Edited  by  H.  DE  B.  GIBBINS,  Litt.D.,  M.A.     Crown  8vo.  2s.  6d. 

A  series  of  volumes  upon  those  topics  of  social  economic,  and  industrial  interest 
that  are  foremost  in  the  public  mind. 

Each  volume  is  written  by  an  author  who  is  an  acknowledged  authority  upon  the 
subject  with  which  he  deals. 


Trade  Unionism — New  and  Old.     By  G. 

Howell.     Third  Edition. 
The  Co-operative  Movement  To-day.     Ey 

G.  J.  Holyoake.     Fourth  Edition. 
Problems  of  Poverty.     By  J.  A.   Hobson, 

M.  A.     Fifth  Edition. 
The  Commerce  of    Nations.      By   C.    F. 

Bastable,  M.A.     Third  Edition. 
The  Alien  Invasion.  ByW.  H.  Wilkins,B.A. 
The    Rural    Exodus.      By    P.    Anderson 

Graham. 
Land  Nationalization.      By  Harold  Cox, 

B.A. 
A  Shorter  Working  Day,  By  H.  de  Gibbins 

and  R.  A.  Hadfield. 
Back  to  the  Land.     An  Inquiry  into  Rural 

Depopulation.     By  H.  K.  Moore. 
Trusts,  Pools,  and  Corners.  By  J.  Stephen 

Jeans. 


The  Factory  System.     By  R.  W.  Cooke- 
Taylor. 
The  State  and  its  Children.    By  Gertrude 

Tuckwell. 
Women's    Work.       By    Lady     Dilke,    Miss 

Bulley,  and  Miss  Whitley. 
Socialism  and  Modern  Thought.     By  M. 

Kauftmann. 
The  Problem  of  the  Unemployed.     By  J. 

A.  Hobson,  M.A. 
Life  in  West  London.     By  Arthur  Sherwell, 

M.A.     Third  Edition. 
Railway    Nationalization.      By    Clement 

Edwards. 
Workhouses  and   Pauperism.      By  Louisa 

Twining. 
University  and  Social  Settlements.     By 

W.  Reason.  M.A. 


Methuen's  Standard  Library 

Edited  by  SIDNEY  LEE.     In  Sixpenny  Volumes. 

Messrs.  Methuen  are  publishing  a  new  series  of  reprints  containing  both  books  of  classical 
repute,  which  are  accessible  in  various  forms,  and  also  some  rarer  books,  of  which  no  satisfactory 
edition  at  a  moderate  price  is  in  existence.  It  is  their  ambition  to  place  the  best  books  of  all 
nations,  and  particularly  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  race,  within  the  reach  of  every  reader.  All  the 
great  masters  of  Poetry,  Drama,  Fiction,  History,  Biography,  and  Philosophy  will  be  repre- 
sented. Mr.  Sidney  Lee  is  the  General  Editor  of  the  Library,  and  he  contributes  a  Note  to 
each  book.  The  characteristics  of  Methuen's  Standard  Library  are  five  :—i.  Soundness 
of  Text.  2.  Completeness.  3.  Cheapness.  4.  Clearness  of  Type.  5.  Simplicity. 
In  a  few  cases  very  long  books  are  issued  as  Double  Volumes  at  One  Shilling  net  or  as  Treble 
Volumes  at  One  Shilling  and  Sixpence  net.  The  volumes  may  also  be  obtained  in  cloth  at 
One  Shilling  net,  or  in  the  case  of  a  Double  or  Treble  Volume  at  One  and  Sixpence  net  or 
Two  Shillings  net. 

These  are  the  early  Books,  all  of  which  are  in  the  Press— 


The  Works  of  William  Shakespeare.  In 
10  volumes. 
Vol.  i.— The  Tempest ;  The  Two  Gentlemen 
of  Verona  ;  The  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor  ; 
Measure  for  Measure ;  The  Comedy  of 
Errors. 
Vol.  11. —Much  Ado  About  Nothing ;  Love's 
Labour's  Lost;  A  Midsummer  Night's 
Dream  ;  The  Merchant  of  Venice ;  As  You 
Like  It 


*Vol.  v.— The  Life  of  King  Henry  v.  ;  The 

First  Part  of  King  Henry  vi.  ;  The  Second 

Part  of  King  Henry  VI. 

*Vol.  vi.— The  Third  Part  of  King  Henry  vi. : 

The  Tragedy  of  King  Richard  III.  ;  The 

Famous    History  of   the    Life    of   King 

Henry  VIII. 

The  Pugrim's  Progress.     By  John  Bunyan. 

The  Novels  of  Jane  Austen.    In  5  volumes. 

Vol.  I. — Sense  and  Sensibility. 


Vol.  in.— The  Taming  of  the  Shrew  ;  All's    Thb  English  Works  of  Francis  Bacon, 

Well  that  Ends  Well;  Twelfth  Night ;  The 

Winter's  Tale. 
"Vol.  iv.— The  Life  and  Death  of  King  John ; 

The  Tragedy  of  King  Richard  the  Second  ; 

The  First  Part  of  King  Henry  IV.  ;  The 

Second  Part  of  King  Henry  IV. 


Lord  Verulam. 
Vol.  1. — Essays  and  Counsels  and  the  New 
Atlantis. 
The  Poems  and  Plays  of  Oliver  Goldsmith. 
On  the  Imitation  of  Christ.     By  Thomas 
a  Kempis. 
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Metiiuen's  Standard  Library— continued. 

The  Works  or  Ben  Jonson.    In  about  12 
volumes. 
•Vol.  i.— The  Case  is  Altered ;  Every  Man 
in  His  Humour;  Every  Man  out  of  Ilia 
Humour. 
•Vol.  11.— Cynthia's  Revels  ;  The  Poetaster. 
The  Prose  Works  ok  John  Milton. 

*Vol.  1. — Eikonoklastes  and  The  Tenure  of 
Kin.cjs  and  Magistrates. 
Select  Works  ok  Edmund  Burke. 

Vol.  1. — Reflcctionson  the  French  Revolution. 
The  Works  ok  Henry  Fielding. 

Vol.  1. — Tom  Jones.    (Treble  Volume.) 
The  Poems  ok  Thomas  Chattekton.    In  2 
volumes. 
•Vol.  1. — Miscellaneous  Poems. 
"The  Like  ok  Nelson.     By  Robert  Southey. 
The   Meditations  ok   Marcus    Aukllics. 

Translated  by  R.  Graves. 
The  History  ok  the  Decline  and  Fall  of 
the  Roman  EMPIRE.     By  Edward  Gibbon. 
In  7  volumes. 

The   Notes   have   been  revised  by  J.    B. 
Bury,  Litt.D. 
The  Plays  of  Christopher  Marlowe. 

•Vol.  I. — Tamburlane  the  Great;  The  Tragi- 
cal History  of  Doctor  Faustus. 
"The  Natural  History  and  Antiquities  of 
Selisorne.    By  Gilbert  White. 


The  Poems  of  Percy  Bysshe  Shelley.     In 
4  volumes. 
'  Vol.  1. — Alastor ;  The  Daemon  of  the  World ; 

The  Revolt  of  Islam,  etc. 
'  Vol.  11.  —  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  The  Cenci ; 
The  Masque  of  Anarchy  ;  Peter  Bell  the 
Third;  Ode  to  Liberty;  Hie  Witch  of 
Atlas  ;  Ode  to  Naples  ;  <  Kdipus  Tyrannus. 
The  text  has  been  revised  by  C.  D.  Locock. 
"The    Little    Flowers    of    St.    Franci  ■■ 

Translated  by  W.  Heywood. 
The  Works  ok  Sir  Thomas  Browne.     In  6 
volumes. 
*Vol.  1. — Religio  Medici  and  Urn  Burial. 
The  Poems  of  John  Milton.     In  2  volumes. 
•Vol.  I.  —  Paradise  Lost. 
•Vol.  11. — Miscellaneous  Poemsand  Paradise 
Regained. 
Select  Works  ok  Sir  Thomas  More. 

•Vol.  1. — Utopia  and  Poems. 
•The  Analogy  ok  Religion,  Natural  and 

Revealed.     Byjoseph  Butler,  L.D. 
"The  Plays  ok  Philip  Massincbr. 

Vol.  1.— The   Duke  of  Milan;  The   Bond- 
man ;  The  Roman  Actor. 
•The  Poems  of  John  Keats 
•The  Republic  ok  Plato. 
Taylor  and  Sydenham. 


In  2  volumes. 
Translated  by 


Technology,  Textbooks  of 

Edited  by  Professor  J.  WERTHEIMER,  F.I.C. 
Jutlly  Illustrated. 


How  to  Make  a  Dress.     By  J.  A.  K.  Wood. 

Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     is.  6d. 
Carpentry  and  Joinery.    By  F.  C.  Webber. 

Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     y.6d. 
Practical  Mechanics.  By  Sidney  H.  Wells. 

Third  Edition.     Crown  &710.     3.?.  6d. 
Practical  Physics.    By  H.  Stroud,  D.Sc, 

M.A.    Crown  iivo.     3s.  6d. 
Millinery,   Theoretical  and  Practical. 

By  Clare  Hill.   Second  Edition.  Crown  Sz'o. 

2S. 

Practical  Chemistry.  Part  1.  By  W. 
French,  M.A.  CrozvnZvo.  Third  Edition, 
is.  6d. 


Practical   Chemistry.      Part   11.     By   W. 

French,  M.A.,  and  T.  II.  Boardman,  M.A. 

Crown  8t'0.     is.  6d. 
Technical    Arithmetic    and    Geometry. 

By  C.   T.   Millis,  M.I.M.E.       Crown  &vo. 

3.9.  6d. 

An  Introduction  to  the  Study  op  Ti  \- 

tile  Design.  By  Aldred  F.  Barker.  Demy 

8vo.     ys.  6d. 
Builders'  Quantities.     By   H.  C.  Grubb. 

Crown  8vo.     4s.  6d. 
Repousse  Metal  Work.     By  A.  C.  Horth. 

Crown  Zvo.     2s.  6d. 


Theology,  Handbooks  of 

Edited  by  R.  L.  Ottley,  D.D. ,  Professor  of  Pastoral  Theology  at  Oxford, 
and  Canon  of  Christ  Church,  Oxford. 
The  series  is  intended,  in  part,  to  furnish  the  clergy  and  teachers  or  students  of 
Theology  with  trustworthy  Text-books,  adequately  representing  the  present  position 
of  the  questions  dealt  with ;  in  part,  to  make  accessible  to  the  reading  public  an 
accurate  and  concise  statement  of  facts  and  principles  in  all  questions  bearing  on 
Theology  and  Religion. 


The  XXXIX.  Articles  ok  the  Church  of 
England.  Edited  by  E.  C  S.  Gibson, 
D.  D.  Third  and  Cheaper  Edition  in  one 
Velumc.    Demy  Zvo.    12s.  6d. 


An  Introduction 
Religion.  By 
Litt.D.        Third 

IOS.  6d. 


to  the  History  of 
F.  B.  Jevons,  M.A, 
Edition.        Demy   %vo. 
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Handbooks  of  Theology — continued. 

The  Doctrine  of  the  Incarnation.    By  R. 

L.    Ottley,    D.D.      Second    and   Cheaper 

Edition.     Demy  Zvo.     lis.  6d. 
An  Introduction  to  the  History  of  the 

Creeds.      By   A.    E.  Burn,  B.D.      Demy 

Zvo.     10s.  6d. 


The  Philosophy  of  Religion  in  England 

and  America.     By  Alfred  Caldecott,  D.D. 

Demy  Zvo.     10s.  6d. 
A  History  of  Early  Christian  Doctrine. 

By  J.  F.  Bethune  Baker,  M.A.    Demy  Zvo. 

\os.  6  J. 


Westminster  Commentaries,  The 

General  Editor,  WALTER  LOCK,  D.D.,  Warden  of  Keble  College, 
Dean  Ireland's  Professor  of  Exegesis  in  the  University  of  Oxford. 
The  object  of  each  commentary  is  primarily  exegetical,  to  interpret  the  author's 
meaning  to  the  present  generation.  The  editors  will  not  deal,  except  very  subor- 
dinately,  with  questions  of  textual  criticism  or  philology;  but,  taking  the  English 
text  in  the  Revised  Version  as  their  basis,  they  will  try  to  combine  a  hearty  accept- 
ance of  critical  principles  with  loyalty  to  the  Catholic  Faith. 

The  First  Epistle  of  Paul  the  Apostle 
to  the  Corinthians.  Edited  by  H.  L. 
Goudge,  M.A.     Demy  Zvo.    6s. 


The  Book  of  Genesis.  Edited  with  Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  S.  R.  Driver,  D.D. 
Fourth  Edition    Demy  Zvo.     10s.  6d. 

The  Book  of  Job.  Edited  by  E.  C.  S.  Gibson, 
D.D.    Second  Edition.    Demy  Zvo.     6s. 

The  Acts  of  the  Apostles.  Edited  by  R. 
B.  Rackham,  M.A.  Demy  Zvo.  Second  and 
Cheaper  Edition.     10s.  6d. 


The  Epistle  of  St.  James.  Edited  with  In- 
troduction and  Notes  by  R.  J.  Knowling, 
M.A.     Demy  Zvo.    6s. 


Part  II. — Fiction 


AlbanesilE.  Maria;.    SUSANNAH  and 

ONE  OTHER.     Fourth  Edition.    Crown 

THE  BLUNDER  OF  AN  INNOCENT. 

Second  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
CAPRICIOUS  CAROLINE.     Second  Edi- 
tion.    Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
LOVE    AND    LOUISA      Second   Edition. 

Crozvn  Zvo.     6s. 
PETER,  A  PARASITE.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
♦THE  BROWN  EYES  OF  MARY.    Crown 

Zvo.     6s. 
Anstey   (F.),    Author   of  'Vice    Versa.'      A 

BAYARD  FROM  BENGAL.    Illustrated 

by  Bernard  Partridge.     Third  Edition. 

Crown  Zz'O.     $s.  6d. 
BacheUer(Irvmg),  Authorof 'Eben  Holden.' 

DARREL  OF  THE  BLESSED  ISLES. 

Third  Edition.     Crcnvn  Zvo.     6s. 
Bagot  (Richard).  A  ROMAN  MYSTERY. 

Third  Edition.     Crcnvn  Zvo.    6s. 
*THE  PASSPORT.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 
Balfour  (Andrew).    See  Shilling  Novels. 
Baring-Gould  (S.).    ARMINELL.    Fifth 

Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
URITH.    Fifth  Edition.    Crcnvn  Zvo.    6s. 
IN  THE  ROAR  OF  THE  SEA.    Seventh 

Edition.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 
CHEAP   JACK    ZITA.      Fourth    Edition. 

Crcnvn  Zvo.    6s. 
MARGERY     OF     QUETHER.         Third 

Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 


THE   QUEEN  OF  LOVE.     Fifth  Edition. 

Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
JACQUETTA.  Third  Edition.  CrownZvo.  6s. 
KITTY  ALONE.  Fifth  Edition.  Cr.Zvo.  6s. 
NOEMI.  Illustrated.  Fourth  Edition.  Crown 

Zvo.     6s. 
THE    BROOM-SQUIRE.       Illustrated. 

Fourth  Edition.     Crown  Zz'O.     6s. 
DARTMOOR  IDYLLS.     CrownZvo.    6s. 
THE      PENNYCOMEQUICKS.         Third 

Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
GUAVAS   THE    TINNER.         Illustrated. 

Second  Edition.    Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
BLADYS.       Illustrated.      Second     Edition. 

Crown  Zvo.    6s. 
PABO  THE  PRIEST.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 
WTNEFRED.     Illustrated.    Second  Edition. 

Croivn  Zz'O.     6s. 
ROYAL  GEORGIE.  Illustrated.  Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 
MISSQUILLET,  Illustrated.  CrownZvo.  6s. 
CHRIS  OF  ALL  SORTS.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 
IN  DE'WISLAND.    Second  Edition.    Crown 

Zvo.    6s. 
LITTLE  TU'PENNY.   A  New  Edition.   6d. 
See  also  Shilling  Novels. 

Barlow  (Jane).  THE  LAND  OF  THE 
SHAMROCK.  CrownZvo.  6s.  See  also 
Shilling  Novels. 

Barr  (Robert).      IN   THE   MIDST  OF 

ALARMS.   Third  Edition.  CrownZvo.  6s. 
'  A  book  which  has  abundantly  satisfied  us 
by  its  capital  humour.' — Daily  Chronicle. 
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THE  MUTABLE  MANY.      Third  Edition. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 

'There  is  much  insight  in  it,  and  much 

excellent  humour.' — Daily  Chronicle. 
THE  COUNTESS  TEKLA.   Third  Edition. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 

'Of  these  mediaval  romances,  which  are 

now  gaining  ground,  "  The  Countess  Tekla  " 

is  the  very  best  we  have  seen.  — Pall  Mall 

(iazctte. 
THE   LADY  ELECTRA.     Second  Edition. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 
THE      TEMPESTUOUS      PETTICOAT. 

Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
See  also  Shilling  Novels. 
Begbie  (Harold).    THE  ADVENTURES 

OF  SIR  JOHN  SPARROW.  CrownSvo.  6s. 
Belloc(Huaire).  EMMANUEL  BURDEN, 

MERCHANT.      With  36  Illustrations  by 

G.    K.    Chesterton.       Second   Edition. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 
Benson  (E.  F.).      See  Shilling  Novels. 

Benson    (Margaret).      SUBJECT     TO 

VANITY.     Crown  Svo.     3s.  6d. 
Besant  (Sir  Walter).    See  Shilling  Novels. 
Bourne  (Harold  p.).    See  V.  Langbridge 
Burton  (J.   Bloundelle).      THE   YEAR 

ONE:    A  Page  of  the  French  Revolution. 
Illustrated.     Cro-wn  Svo.     6s. 

THE  FATE  OF  VALSEC.   Crown  Svo.   6s. 

A  BRANDED  NAME.     CrotvnSvo.     6s. 
See  also  Shilling  Novels. 

Capes  (Bernard),  Author  of  'The  Lake  of 
Wine.'  THE  EXTRAORDINARY  CON- 
FESSIONS OF  DIANA  PLEASE.  Third 
Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

•A   IAY  OF   ITALY.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Chesney(Weatherby).    the  tragedy 

OF  THE  GREAT  EMERALD.     Crown 
Svo.     6s. 
THE    MYSTERY    OF    A    BUNGALOW. 
Second  Edition.     Croiun  Svo.     6s. 
See  also  Shilling  Novels. 
Clifford  (Hugh).      A   FREE  LANCE   OF 

TO-DAY.     Crown  Svo.    6s. 
Clifford  (Mrs.  W.  K.).     See  Shilling  Novels 
and  Books  for  Boys  and  Girls. 

Cobb  (Tnomas).    A  CHANGE  OF  FACE. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 
Corelli (Marie).    A  ROMANCE  OF  TWO 

WORLDS.   Twenty-Fifth  Edition.  Crown 

Svo.     6s. 
VENDETTA.  Twenty-First  Edition.  Croiun 

Svo.     6s. 
THELMA.     Thirty-Second  Edition.    Crown 

Svo.     6s. 
ARDATH:  THE  STORY  OF  A  DEAD 

SELF.  Fifteenth  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  6s.     I 
THE  SOUL  OF  LILITH.  Twelfth  Edition. 

Cro?un  Svo.     6s. 
WORMWOOD.  Fourteenth  Edition.  Crown 

Svo.    6s. 
BARABBAS:     A      DREAM     OF     THE 

WORLDS    TRAGEDY.     Fortieth   Edi- 

tion.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 


The  tender  reverence  of  the  treatment 
and  the  imaginative  beauty  of  the  writing 
have  reconciled  us  to  the  daring  of  the  con- 
ception. f>  This  "Dream  of  the  World's 
Tragedy"  is  a  lofty  and  not  inadequate 
paraphrase  of  the  supreme  climax  of  the 
inspired  narrative.' — Dublin  Review. 
THE  SORROWS  OF  SATAN.  Forty- 
Ninth  Edition.     Crown  Svo.    6s. 

'A  very  powerful  piece  of  work.  .  .  . 
The  conception  is  magnificent,  and  is  likely 
to  win  an  abiding  place  within  the  memory 
of  man.  .  .  .  The  author  has  immense  com- 
mand of  language,  and  a  limitless  audacity. 
.  .  .  This  interesting  and  remarkable  romance 
will  live  long  after  much  of  the  ephemeral 
literature  of  the  day  is  forgotten.  .  „  .  A 
literary  phenomenon  .  .  .  novel,  and  even 
sublime.  — W.  T.  Stead  in  the  Review  of 
Reviews. 
THE  MASTER  CHRISTIAN.  165/A 
Thousand.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

'It  cannot  be  denied  that  "The  Master 
Christian  "is  a  powerful  book  ;  that  it  is  one 
likely  to  raise  uncomfortable  ciuestions  in  all 
but  the  most  self-satisfied  readers,  and  that 
it  strikes  at  the  root  of  the  failure  of  the 
Churches— the  decay  of  faith— in  a  manner 
which  shows  the  inevitable  disaster  heaping 
up.  .  .  .  The  good  Cardinal  Bonpre  is  a 
beautiful  figure,  fit  to  stand  beside  the  good 
Bishop  in  "  Les  Miserables."  It  is  a  book 
with  a  serious  purpose  expressed  with  absolute 
unconventionality  and  passion.  .  .  .  And  this 
is  to  say  it  is  a  book  worth  reading.'— 
Examiner. 
TEMPORAL  POWER:  A  STUDY  IN 
SUPREMACY.  110th  Thousand.  Crown 
Svo.    6s. 

'  It  is  impossible  to  read  such  a  work  as 
"Temporal  Power  "  without  becoming  con- 
vinced that  the  story  is  intended  to  convey 
certain  criticisms  on  the  ways  of  the  world 
and  certain  suggestions  for  the  betterment 
of  humanity.  .  .  .  If  the  chief  intention  of 
the  book  was  to  hold  the  mirror  up  to  shams, 
injustice,  dishonesty,  cruelty,  and  neglect 
of  conscience,  nothing  but  praise  can  be  given 
to  that  intention.' — Morning? Post 
GOD'S  GOOD  MAN  :  A  SIMPLE  LOVE 
STORY.  i^M  Thousand.  Croiun  Svo.  6s. 
Cotes  (Mrs.  Everard).  See  Sara  Jeannette 
Duncan. 

Cotterell  (Constancei.     THE  virgin 

AND  THE   SCALES.      Second  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Cra?,e„  Lstephen)   and    Barr   (Robert). 

THE  ORUDDY.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
Crockett  (S.  R.),  Author  of 'The  Raiders,' 

etc.    LOCH  INVAR.     Illustrated.    Second 

Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
THE  STANDARD  BEARER.     Crown  Svo. 

6s. 

Croker(B.  M.).    ANGEL.    Fourth  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.    6s. 
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PEGGY  OF  THE  BARTONS.    Sixth  Edit. 

Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
THE  OLD  CANTONMENT.  CrownZvo.  6s. 
A  STATE  SECRET.   Third  Edition.  Crown 

Zvo.     3-r.  6d. 
JOHANNA.  Second  Edition.  CrownZvo.  6s. 
THE   HAPPY  VALLEY.       Third  Edition. 

Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
•TRANSPLANTED.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
Dawson     (A.     J.).       DANIEL    WHYTE. 

Crown  Zvo.    js.  6d. 
Doyle    (A.     Conan).    Author    of    'Sherlock 

Holmes,'       'The     White     Company,'     etc. 

ROUND    THE    RED    LAMP.      Ninth 

Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

Duncan  (Sara  Jeannette)  (Mrs.  Everard 

Cotes).      THOSE     DELIGHTFUL 

AMERICANS.       Illustrated.       Third 

Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
THE  POOL   IN  THE  DESERT.     Crown 

Zvo.     6s. 
A  VOYAGE  OF  CONSOLATION.    Crown 

Zvo      3$.  6d. 
Findlater(J.  H.).  THE  GREEN  GRAVES 

OF     BALGOWRIE.         Fi/th     Edition. 

Crown  8vo.     6s. 

Findlater  (Mary).    A   NARROW  WAY. 

Third  Edition.     Crow  Zvo.     6s. 
THE    ROSE    OF    JOY.      Second  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

See  also  Shilling  Novels. 

Fitzpatrick  (K.)  THE  WEANS  AT 
ROWALLAN.  Illustrated.  Second  Edi- 
tion.    Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

Fitzstephen    (Gerald).       MORE     KIN 

THAN  KIND.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
Fletcher    (J.     S.).       LUCIAN      THE 

DREAMER.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
Fraser  (Mrs.  Hugh),  Author  of '  The  Stolen 

Emperor.'     THE   SLAKING    OF    THE 

SWORD.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
•THE  SHADOW  OF  THE  LORD.  Croivn 

Zvo.     6s. 
Gerard  (Dorothea),  Author  of  '  Lady  Baby.' 

THE      CONQUEST      OF      LONDON. 

Second  Edition.     Crown  Zz'o.     6s. 
HOLY    MATRIMONY.      Second    Edition. 

Crown  Zz'O.     6s. 
MADE  OF  MONEY.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 
THE  BRIDGE  OF  LIFE.    Crown  Zvo.    6s. 
*THE     IMPROBABLE    IDYLL.      Crown 

Zvo.     6s. 

See  also  Shilling  Novels. 

Gerard    (Emily).      the     HERONS' 

TOWER.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
GiSSing  (George),   Author  of  'Demos,'   'In 
the  Year  of  Jubilee,'  etc.      THE  TOWN 
TRAVELLER.     Second  Edition.     Crown 
Zvo.     6s. 

See  also  Shilling  Novels. 

Gleig  (Charles).     BUNTER'S  CRUISE. 

Illustrated.     Crown  Zvo.     -$s.6d. 
Harrod(F.)  (Frances  Forbes  Robertson). 
THE  TAMING  OF  THE  BRUTE.  Crown 

Zvo.    6s. 


Herbertson    (Agnes    G.).      PATIENCE 

DEAN.     Crozvn  Zvo.     6s. 

Hichens  (Robert).  THE  PROPHET  OF 
BERKELEY  SQUARE.  Second  Edition 
Crozvn  Zvo.     6s. 

TONGUES  OF  CONSCIENCE.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

FELIX.     Fourth  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

THE  WOMAN  WITH  THE  FAN.  Sixth 
Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

BYEWAYS.     Crown  Zvo.     3s.  6d. 

THE  GARDEN  OF  ALLAH.  Tenth 
Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

*THE  BLACK  SPANIEL.    Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

Hobbes  (John  Oliver).  Author  of  '  Robert 
Orange.'  THE  SERIOUS  WOOING. 
Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

Hope  (Anthony).  THE  GOD  IN  THE 
CAR.     Tenth  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

1  A  very  remarkable  book,  deserving  of 
critical  analysis  impossible  within  our  limit; 
brilliant,  but  not  superficial ;  well  considered, 
but  not  elaborated  ;  constructed  with  the 
proverbial  art  that  conceals,  but  yet  allows 
itself  to  be  enjoyed  by  readers  to  whom  fine 
literary  method  is  a  keen  pleasure.'—  The 
World. 

A  CHANGE  OF  AIR,  Sixth  Edition. 
Crozvn  Zvo.     6s. 

'A  graceful,  vivacious  comedy,  true  to 
human  nature.  The  characters  are  traced 
with  a  masterly  hand.' — Times. 

A  MAN  OF  MARK.  Fifth  Edition.  Crown 
Zvo.     6s. 

'Of  all  Mr.  Hope's  books,  *A  Man  of 
Mark"  is  the  one  which  best  compares  with 
"The  Prisoner  of  Zenda."'  —  National 
Observer. 

THE  CHRONICLES  OF  COUNT  AN- 
TONIO. Seventh  Edition.  CrownZvo.  6s. 
'It  is  a  perfectly  enchanting  story  of  love 
and  chivalry,  and  pure  romance.  The 
Count  is  the  most  constant,  desperate,  and 
modest  and  tender  of  lovers,  a  peerless 
gentleman,  an  intrepid  fighter,  a  faithful 
friend,  anda  magnanimous  foe.' — Guardian. 

PHROSO.  Illustrated  by  H.  R.  Millar. 
Sixth  Edition.     Crozvn  Zvo.     6s. 

'The  tale  is  thoroughly  fresh,  quick  with 
vitality,    stirring    the   blood.'— St.   James's 
Gazette. 
SIMON  DALE.    Illustrated.    Sixth  Edition. 
Croivn  Zvo.     6s. 

'There  is  searching  analysis  of  human 
lature,  with  a  most  ingeniously  con- 
structed plot.  Mr.  Hope  has  drawn  the 
contrasts  of  his  women  with  marvellous 
subtlety  and  delicacy.' — Times. 
THE  KING'S  MIRROR.  Fourth  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

'  In  elegance,  delicacy,  and  tact  it  ranks 
with  the  best  of  his  novels,  while  in  the 
wide  range  of  its  portraiture  and  the  subtilty 
of  its  analysis  it  surpasses  all  his  earlier 
ventures. — Spectator. 
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UU1SANTE.    Fourth  Edition.     Crown  Zvo. 

6s. 

'  The   book   is    notable    for  a  very  high 

literary  quality,  anil  an  impress  of  power  and 

mastery  on  every  page.'—  Daily  Chronicle. 
THE  DOLLY  DIALOGUES.      Croiun  Zvo. 

6s. 
*A  SERVANT  OF  THE  PUBLIC.     Crown 

&7>o.     6s. 
*Hope  (Graham),  Author  of 'A  Cardinal  am! 

his  Conscience,'   etc.,   etc.      THE    LADY 

OF  LYTE.     Crown  too.     6s. 
Hough  (Emerson).    THE   MISSISSIPPI 

BUBHLE.     Illustrated.     Crmvn  Zvo.     6s. 

*Hqusman  (Clemence).  AGLOVALE  Dfi 

GALLS.     Croivn  Zvo.    6s. 

Hyne  (C.  J.  Cutcliffe),  Author  of  '  Captain 
Kettle.'  MR.  HORROCKS,  PURSER. 
Third  Edition.     Crown  fa'o.    6s. 

Jacobs  (W.  W.).  MANY  CARGOES. 
Twenty-Seventh  Edition.  Crown  Zvo. 
js.  6d. 

SEA  URCHINS.  Eleventh  Edition.  Crown 
Zvo.     3*.  6d. 

A. MASTER  OF  CRAFT.  Illustrated.  Sixth 
Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     2s-  &d- 

'  Can  be  unreservedly  recommended  to  all 
who  have  not  lost  their  appetite  for  whole- 
some laughter.' — Spectator. 

'  The  best  humorous  book  published  for 
many  a  day.'— Black  and  White. 

LIGHT  FREIGHTS.  Illustrated.  Fourth 
Edition.     Crown  Zz>o.     js.  6d. 

'  His  wit  and  humour  are  perfectly  irre- 
sistible.    Mr.  Jacobs  writes  of  skippers,  and 
mates,  and  seamen,  and  his  crew  arel  the 
jolliest  lot  that  ever  sailed.' — Daily  News. 
'  Laughter  in  every  page.'— /W/v  flfail. 

James  (Henry).  THE  SOFT  SIDE.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  Z710.     6s. 

THE  BETTER  SORT.     Crown  too.     6s. 

THE  AMBASSADORS.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Z7'0.     6s. 

THE  GOLDEN  BOWL.  Third  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

Janson  (Gustaf).  ABRAHAM'S  SACRI- 
FICE.    Crown  8-'<\     6.r. 

Keays  (H.  A.  Mitchell).  HE  THAT 
EATETH  BREAD  WITH  ME.  Crown 
Zvo.     6s. 

Langbridge  (V.)  and  Bourne  (C. 
Harold).  THE  VALLEY  OF  IN- 
HERITANCE.    Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

Lawless  (Hon.  Emily).  See  Shilling  Novels. 

Lawson  (Harry).  Author  of  'When  the 
Billy  Boils.'  CHILDREN  OF  THE 
BUSH.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

Le  Queux  (W.).  THE  HUNCHBACK  OF 
WESTMINSTER.  Third  Edition.  Crown 
Zvo.    6s. 

THE  CLOSED  BOOK.  Third  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

THE  VALLEY  OF  THE  SHADOW. 
Illustrated.  Third  Edition.  Crown  Zvo. 
6s. 


BEHIND  THE  THRONE.  Crown  too. 
6s. 

Levett-YeatS  (S.).  ORRAIN.  Second 
Edition.    Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

Linton  (E.  Lynn).  THE  TRUE  HISTORY 
OF  JOSHUA  DAVIDSON,  Christian  and 
Communist.  Twelfth  Edition.  Medium 
Zvo.    6d. 

Long  (J.  Luther),  Co-Author  of  'The 
Darling  of  the  Gods.'  M  A  D  A  M  E 
BUT  T  E  R  F  L  V.     Crown  Zvo.     3s.  6d. 

SIXTY   JANE.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

Lyall  (Edna).  DERRICK  VAUGHAN, 
NOVELIST.  42;^  Tliousand.  Cr.  Zvo. 
M.  6d. 

M'Carthy  (Justin  H.),  Author  of  '  If  I  were 
King.'  THE  LADY  OF  LOYALTY 
HOUSE.  Third  Edition.  Crown  Zvo. 
6s. 

THE  DRYAD.  Second  Edition.  CrozvnZvo. 
6s. 

Macnaughtan  (S.).  THE  FORTUNE  OF 
CHRISTINA  MACNAB.  Third  Edition. 
Crown  Sz'o.    6s. 

Malet  (Lucas).  COLONEL  ENDERBY'S 
WIFE.     Third  Edition.     Croiun  Zvo.     6s. 

A  COUNSEL  OF  PERFECTION.  New 
Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

LITTLE  PETER.  Second  Edition.  Crown 
Zvo.     3J.  6d. 

THE  WAGES  OF  SIN.  Fourteenth  Edition. 
Croiun  Zvo.     6s. 

THECARISSIMA.  Fourth  Edition.  Crown 
Zvo.     6s. 

THE  GATELESS  BARRIER.  Fourth  Edi- 
Hon.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

'  In  "  The  Gateless  Barrier"  it  is  at  once 
evident  that,  whilst  Lucas  Malet  has  pre- 
served her  birthright  of  originality,  the 
artistry,  the  actual  writing,  is  above  even 
the  high  level  of  the  books  that  were  born 
before.' — Westminster  Gazette. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  SIR  RICHARD 
CALMADY.     Seventh  Edition. 

'A  picture  finely  and  amply  conceived. 
In  the  strength  and  insight  in  which  the 
story  has  been  conceived,  in  the  wealth  of 
fancy  and  reflection  bestowed  upon  its  exe- 
cution, and  in  the  moving  sincerity  of  its 
pathos  throughout,  "Sir  Richard  Calmady" 
must  rank  as  the  great  novel  of  a  great 
writer. ' — Literature. 

'The  ripest  fruit  of  Lucas  Malet's  genius. 
A  picture  of  maternal  love  by  turns  tender 
and  terrible.' — Spectator. 

'  A  remarkably  fine  book,  with  a  noble 
motive  and  a  sound  conclusion.' — Pilot. 

Mann  (Mrs.  M.  E.).  OLIVIA'S  SUMMER. 

Second  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
A     LOST     ESTATE.        A    New    Edition. 

Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
THE  PARISH  OF  HILBY.  A  New  Edition. 

Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
*THE  PARISH  NURSE.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 
GRAN'MA'S  JANE.    Crown  Zvo.    6s. 
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MRS.  PETER  HOWARD.    Crown  Svo.    6s. 
A   WINTER'S    TALE.      A   Kczu  Edition. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 
ONE  ANOTHER'S  BURDENS.      A  New 

Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

See  also  Books  for  Boys  and  Girls. 

Marriott  (Charles),  Author  of  'The 
Column.'     GENEVRA.     Second  Edition. 

Marsh  (Richard).    THE  TWICKENHAM 

PEERAGE.    Second  Edition.    Crown  Svo. 

6s. 
A  DUEL.     CrownSvo.     6s. 
*THE  MARQUIS  OF  PUTNEY.      Crown 

Svo.     6s. 
See  also  Shilling  Novels. 
Mason  (A.  E.  W.),  Author  of  '  The  Courtship 

of  Morrice  Buckler,'  'Miranda  of  the  Bal- 
cony,' etc.    CLEMENTINA.     Illustrated. 

Crown  Svo.     Second  Edition.     6s. 
Mathers  (Helen),  Author  of  '  Comin'  thro' 

the    Rye.'       HONEY.      Fourth    Edition. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 
GRIFF  OF  GRIFFITHSCOURT.      Crozun 

Svo.     6s. 
*THE  FERRYMAN.     CrownSvo.    6s. 
'Maxwell  (W.  B.).  Author  of  'The  Ragged 

Messenger.'     VIVIEN.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
Meade  (L.  T.).    DRIFT.    Crow*  Svo.    6s. 
RESURGAM.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
See  also  Shilling  Novels. 

Meredith    (Ellis).      HEART     OF    MY 

HEART.     Crown  Svo.    6s. 
'MiSS    Molly"     (The    Author    of).        THE 

GREAT     RECONCILER.       Crown  Svo. 

6s. 
Mitford  (Bertram).   THE  SIGN  OF  THE 

SPIDER.       Illustrated.       Sixth    Edition. 

Crown  Svo.     3-r.  6d. 
IN    THE    WHIRL    OF    THE     RISING. 

Third  Edition.     CrownSvo.     6s. 
THE  RED  DERELICT.      Second  Edition. 

Crozun  Svo.    6s. 
Montresor    (F.    F.),    Author    of    '  Into   the 

Highways  and    Hedges.'      THE  ALIEN. 

Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Morrison  (Arthur).  TALES  OF  MEAN- 
STREETS.  Sixth  Edition.  Crown  Svo. 
6s. 

'A  great  book.  The  author's  method  is 
amazingly  effective,  and  produces  a  thrilling 
sense  of  reality.  The  writer  lays  upon  us  a 
master  hand.  The  book  is  simply  appalling 
and  irresistible  in  its  interest.  It  is  humor- 
ous also  ;  without  humour  it  would  not  make 
the  mark  it  is  certain  to  make.' — World. 

A  CHILD  OF  THE  JAGO.  Fourth  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 

'The  book  is  a  masterpiece.'—  Pall  Mall 
Gazette. 

TO  LONDON  TOWN.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 

'This  is  the  new  Mr.  Arthur  Morrison, 
gracious  and  tender,  sympathetic  and 
human.' — Daily  Telegraph. 


CUNNING  MURRELL.     CrcwnSvo.    6s. 
'Admirable.   .    .    .    Delightful    humorous 
relief  ...    a  most  artistic  and  satisfactory 
achievement.' — Spectator. 
THE  HOLE  IN  THE  WALL.     Third Edi. 
tion.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

'  A  masterpiece  of  artistic  realism.  It  has 
a  finality  of  touch  that  only  a  master  may 
command.' — Daily  Chronicle. 

'An    absolute    masterpiece,     which     any 
novelist  might  be  proud  to  claim. ' — Graphic. 
'  "The  Hole  in  the  Wall"  is  a  masterly 
piece  of  work.      His  characters  are  drawn 
with  amazing  skill.     Extraordinary  power." 
— Daily  Telegraph. 
*DIVERS  VANITIES.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
Nesbit  (E.).    (Mrs.  E.  Bland).     THE  RED 
HOUSE.      Illustrated.       Fourth  Edition. 
Crown  Sz'o.    6s. 

See  also  Shilling  Novels. 
NorriS  (W.  E.).     THE  CREDIT  OF  THE 
COUNTY.      Illustrated.     Second  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 
THE  EMBARRASSING  ORPHAN.  Crown 

Svo.     6s. 
NIGEL'S  VOCATION.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
OARHAM  OF  BELTANA.   Second  Edition. 
Crozun  Svo.     6s. 

See  also  Shilling  Novels. 

Ollivant  (Alfred).  OWD  BOB,  THE 
GREY  DOC!  OF  KENMUIR.  Eighth 
Edition.      Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Oppenheim  (E.  Phillips).    MASTER  OF 

MEN.     Third  Edition.     CrownSvo.     6s. 
Oxenham     (John),     Author    of    'Barbe     of 

Grand  Bayou.'      A  WEAVER  OF  WEBS. 

Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s 
THE  GATE  OF  THE  DESERT.     Fourth 

Edition,     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Pain    (Barry).     THREE    fantasies. 

Crown  Sz'o.     is. 
LINDLEY  KAYS.     Third  Edition.     Crown 

Svo.    6s. 
Parker  (Gilbert).     TIERRE  AND   HIS 

PEOPLE.    Sixth  Edition. 

'Stories    happily    conceived     and     finely 

executed.       There   is   strength  and   genius 

in  Mr.  Parker's  style.' — Daily  Telegraph. 
MRS.  FALCHION      Fifth  Edition.    Crozun 

Sz'o.     6s. 

'A      splendid      study     of     character.' — 

Atheno?um. 
THE    TRANSLATION    OF    A    SAVAGE. 

Second  Edition.     Crozun  Svo.     6s. 
THE    TRAIL    OF   THE    SWORD.     Illus- 

trated.     Eighth  Edition.     Crozun  Svo.     6s. 
'A  rousing  and  dramatic  tale.      A  book 

like    this  is  a  joy  inexpressible.'  —  Daily 

Chronicle. 
WHEN  VALMOND  CAME  TO  PONTIAC  : 

The    Story  of  a  Lost    Napoleon.       Fifth 

Edition.    Crown  Svo.     6s. 

'  Here  we  find  romance — real,  breathing, 

living  romance.     The  character  of  Valmond 

is  drawn  unerringly.' — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 
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AN  ADVENTURER  OF  THE  NORTH: 
The  Last  Adventures  of  'Pretty  Pierre.' 
Third  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

'The  present  book  is  full  of  fine  and  moving 
stories  of  the  great  North.'  —  Glasgow 
Herald. 
THE  SEATS  OF  THE  MIGHTY.  Illus- 
trated. Thirteenth  Edition.  Crown  Zvo. 
6s. 

'  Mr.  Parker  has  produced  a  really  fine 
historical  novel.' — Athcntrum. 

'  A  great  book.'— Black  and  II  'kite. 
THE    BATTLE    OF    THE    STRONG:    a 
Romance   of  Two   Kingdoms.     Illustrated. 
Fourth  Edition.      Crown  Zvo.      6s. 

'  Nothing  more  vigorous  or  more  human   ; 
has   come   from    Mr.    Gilbert   Parker   than 
this  novel.' — Literature. 
THE    POMP    OF    THE    LAVILETTES. 
Second  Edition.     Cro^vn  Zvo.     3$.  6d. 

'  Unforced  pathos,  and  a  deeper  knowledge 
of  human  nature  than  he  has  displayed  be- 
fore. '—Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Pemberton  (Max).     THE   FOOTSTEPS 

OF    A    THRONE.       Illustrated.       Third 
Edition.     Crown  Zz>0.     6.f. 
I    CROWN   THEE   KING.      With    Illustra- 
tions   by  Frank  Dadd    and    A.    Forrestier. 
Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

Phillpotts  (Eden).  LYING  PROPHETS. 
Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

CHILDREN  OF  THE  MIST.  Fifth  Edi- 
tion.    Crown  Svo.     6s. 

THE  HUMAN  BOY.  With  a  Frontispiece. 
Fourth  Edition,     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

'Mr.  Phillpotts  knows  exactly  what 
school-boys  do,  and  can  lay  bare  their 
inmost_ thoughts;  likewise  he  shows  an  all- 
pcrvading  sense  of  humour.' — Academy. 

SONS  OF  THE  MORNING.  .Second 
Edition.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

'A  book  of  strange  power  and  fascination.' 
— Morning  Post. 

THE  RIVER.     'Third Edition.    Cr.  Zvo.   6s. 
"'The    River"   places  Mr.    Phillpotts  in 
the  front  rank  of  living  novelists.' — Punch. 

'Since  "  Lorna  Doone"  we  have  had 
nothing  so  picturesque  as  this  new  romance. ' 
— Birmingham  Gazette. 

'  Mr.  Phillpotts's  new  book  is  a  master- 
piece which  brings  him  indisputably  into  the 
front  rank  of  English  novelists.'— Pall  Mall 
Gazette. 

'This  great  romance  of  the  River  Dart. 
The  finest  book  Mr.  Eden  Phillpotts  has 
written. ' — Morning  Post. 

THE  AMERICAN  PRISONER.  Third 
Edition.    Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

THE  SECRET  WOMAN.  Fourth  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

*KNOCK  AT  A  VENTURE.  Crown  Zvo. 
6s.     See  also  Shilling  Novels. 

Pickthall    (Marmaduke).     SAID    the 

FISHERMAN.      Fifth  Edition.      Crown 
Zvo.    6s, 


■111:  K X  DEE.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

'<},'   Author  of  'Dead  Man's  Rock."      THE 

WHITE  WOLF.   Second  Edition.    Crown 

Zvo.     6s. 
Rhys    (Grace).       THE    WOOING    OF 

SHEILA.  Second  Edition.  Crown  Zvo. 
6s. 

THE  PRINCE  OF  LISNOVER.  Crown 
Zvo.    6s. 

Rhys  (Grace)  and  Another.  THE  DI- 
VERTED VILLA!  iE.  With  Illustrations 
by  Dorothy  Gwyn  Jei-freys.  Crown 
Zvo.    6s. 

Ridge  (W.  Pett).  LOST  PROPERTY. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

ERB.    Second  Edition.    Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

A    SON    OF    THE    STATE.     Crown  Zvo. 

3s.  6d. 

A  'BREAKER    OF    LAWS.      Crown    Zvo. 

3-T.  6d. 

MRS.      GALER'S      BUSINESS.       Second 

Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
SECRETARY  TO   BAYNE,  M.P.     Crown 

Zvo.     3J.  6d. 
Ritchie  (Mrs.  David  G.).    THE  TRUTH- 

FUL  LIAR.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
Roberts  (C.  G.  D.).    THE   HEART   OF 

THE   ANCIENT    WOOD.      Crown    Zvo. 

3s.  6d. 
Russell    (W.     Clark).       MY     DANISH 

SWEETHEART.     Illustrated.    Fifth 

Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
HIS    ISLAND    PRINCESS.       Illustrated. 

Second  Edition.    Crown  6vo.     6s. 
See  also  Shilling  Novels. 

Sergeant  (Adeline),    antheas  way. 

Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
THE  PROGRESS  OF  RACHEL.     Crown 

Zvo.    6s. 
THE  MYSTERY  OF  THE  MOAT.    Second 

Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
MRS.  LYGON'S  HUSBAND.    Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 
See  also  Shilling  Novels. 

Shannon  (W.  F.).    THE   MESS   DECK. 

Crown  Zvo.     %s.  6d, 

See  also  Shilling  Novels. 

Sonnichsen  (Albert).  DEEP  SEA  VAGA- 
BONDS.    Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

Thompson^  (Vance).  SPINNERS  OF 
LIFE.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

■Urquhart(M.)  A  TRAGEDY  IN  COM- 
MONPLACE.   Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

Waineman   (Paul).     BY    A    FINNISH 

LAKE.     CrownZvo.     6s. 
THE  SONG  OF  THE  FOREST.      Crown 

Zvo.     6s.     See  also  Shilling  Novels. 

Watson  (H.  B.  Marriott).     ALARUMS 

AND  EXCURSIONS.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 
CAPTAIN    FORTUNE.      Second  Edition. 

Crmvn  Zvo.    6s. 
*TWISTED  EGLANTINE.    With  8  Illus. 

trations  by  Frank  Crak;.    CrownZvo.    6s. 
See  also  Shilling  Novels. 
Wells  (H.  G.)    THE  SEA  LADY.    Crown 

Zvo.     6s. 
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Weyman  (Stanley),  Author  of '  A  Gentleman 

of  France.'    UNDER  THE  RED  ROBE. 

With   Illustrations  by  R.  C.   Woodville. 

Nineteenth  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
White  (Stewart  E.).   Author  of  '  The  Blazed 

Trail.'      CONJUROR'S       HOUSE.       A 

Romance  of  the  Free  Trail.   Second  Edition. 

Crown  Zvo.    6s. 
White  (Percy).     THE  SYSTEM.     Third 

Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
"THE  PATIENT  MAN.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
Williamson  (Mrs.  C.  N.),  Author  of  '  The 

Barnstormers.'    THE  ADVENTURE  OF 
PRINCESS  SYLVIA.    Crown  8z>o.  3*.  6d. 
THE    WOMAN    WHO    DARED.     Crown 
Zvo.     6s. 


THE  SEA  COULD  TELL.   Second  Edition. 

Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
THE    CASTLE    OF    THE     SHADOWS. 

Third  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
See  also  Shilling  Novels. 

Williamson  (C.  N.  and  A.  M.).      THE 

LIGHTNING  CONDUCTOR:  Being  the 

Romance    of   a    Motor   Car.       Illustrated. 

Eleventh  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
THE    PRINCESS     PASSES.       Illustrated. 

Fourth  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
*MY  FRIEND  THE  CHAUFFEUR.  With 

16  Illustrations.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
*Wyllarde   (Dolf).    Author   of    '  Uriah   the 

Hittite.'  THE  FORERUNNERS.  Crown 

Zvo.     6s. 


Methuen's  Shilling  Novels 

Crown  8vo.      Cloth,   is.  vet. 

Encouraged  by  the  great  and  steady  sale  of  their  Sixpenny  Novels,  Messrs.  Methuen  have 
determined  to  issue  a  new  series  of  fiction  at  a  low  price  under  the  title  of  '  Methuen's  Shilling 
Novels.'  These  books  are  well  printed  and  well  bound  in  cloth,  and  the  excellence  of  their 
quality  may  be  gauged  from  the  names  of  those  authors  who  contribute  the  early  volumes  of 
the  series. 

Messrs.  Methuen  would  point  out  that  the  books  are  as  good  and  as  long  as  a  six  shilling 
novel,  that  they  are  bound  in  cloth  and  not  in  paper,  and  that  their  price  is  One  Shilling  net. 
They  feel  sure  that  the  public  will  appreciate  such  good  and  cheap  literature,  and  the  books  can 
be  seen  at  all  good  booksellers. 
The  first  volumes  are — 


Balfour  (Andrew).      VENGEANCE    IS 
MINE. 

TO  ARMS. 

Baring-Gould  (S,).    MRS.  CURGENVEN 
OF  CURGENVEN. 

DOMITIA. 

THE  FROBISHERS. 

BarlOW   (Jane).      Author  of  '  Irish    Idylls. 
FROM  THE  EAST  UNTO  THE  WEST 

A  CREEL  OF  IRISH  STORIES. 

THE  FOUNDING  OF  FORTUNES. 

Barr  (Robert).    THE  VICTORS. 

Bartram  (George).    THIRTEEN  EVEN- 
INGS. 

Benson  (E.   F.),   Author  of  'Dodo.'     THE 
CAPSINA. 

Besant  (Sir  Walter).    A  FIVE- YEARS- 
TRYST. 

Bowles  (G.Stewart).    A  STRETCH  OFF 
THE  LAND. 

Brooke  (Emma).    THE  POET'S  CHILD. 

Bullock  (Shan  F.).    THE  BARRYS. 

THE  CHARMER. 

THE  SQUIREEN. 

THE  RED  LEAGUERS. 

Burton  (J.  BloundeUe).    ACROSS  THE 
SALT  SEAS. 

THE  CLASH  OF  ARMS. 

DENOUNCED. 

Chesney  (Weatherby).    THE  BAPTIST 
RING. 

THE  BRANDED  PRINCE. 

THE  FOUNDERED  GALLEON. 

JOHN  TOPP. 


Clifford  (Mrs.  W.  K.).  A  FLASH  OF 
SUMMER. 

Collingwood  (Harry).  THE  DOCTOR 
OF  THE  'JULIET.' 

Cornfield  (L.'Cope).  SONS  OF  ADVER- 
SITY. 

Crane  (Stephen),     wounds  in  the 

RAIN. 
Denny  (C.   E.).      THE   ROMANCE   OF 

UPFOLD  MANOR. 
Dickson  (Harris).  THE  BLACK  WOLF'S 

BREED. 
Embree  (E.  C.  F.).     THE   HEART   OF 

FLAME. 
Fenn    (G.  Manville).     an  ELECTRIC 

SPARK. 
Findlater  (Mary).    OVER  THE  HILLS. 
Forrest    (R.    E.).      THE    SWORD    OF 

AZRAEL. 
Francis  (M.  E.).    MISS  ERIN. 
Gallon  (Tom).    RICKERBY'S  FOLLY. 
Gerard   (Dorothea).      THINGS    THAT 

HAVE  HAPPENED. 
Glanville  (Ernest).      THE  DESPATCH 

RIDER. 
THE  LOST  REGIMENT. 
THE  INCA'S  TREASURE. 
Gordon  (Julien).    MRS.  CLYDE. 
WORLD'S  PEOPLE. 
GOSS  (C.  F.).     THE  REDEMPTION  OF 

DAVID  CORSON. 
Hales  (A.  G.).    JAIR  THE  APOSTATE. 
Hamilton  (Lord  Ernest).  MARY  HAMIL- 

TON. 


38 


Messrs.  Metiiuen's  Catalogue 


Harrison  (Mrs.  Burton).  A  PRINCESS- 
OF  THE  HILLS.     Illustrated. 

Hooper  (I.).  THK  SINGER  OF  MARLY. 

Hough  (Emerson).  THK  MISSISSIPPI 
BUBBLE. 

'Iota'  (Mrs.  Caffyn).  ANNE  MAULE- 
VERER. 

Kelly  (Florence  Finch),  with  HOOPS 
OF  STEEL, 

Lawless  (Hon.  Emily).    MAELCHO. 

Linden  (Annie).  A  WOMAN  OF  SENTI- 
MENT. 

Lorimer  (Norma).    TOSIAH'S  wife. 

Lush  (Charles  K.).    THK  autocrats. 

Macdonnell  (A).  THE  STORY  OF 
TERESA. 

Macgrath  (Harold).  THE  PUPPET 
CROWN. 

Mackie  (Pauline  Bradford).  THE  VOICE 
IN  THK  DESERT. 

M'QueenGray(E.)  MY  stewardship. 

Marsh  (Richard).  THE  SEEN  AND 
THE  UNSKKN. 

GARNERED. 

A  METAMORPHOSIS. 

MARVELS  AND  MYSTERIES. 

BOTH  SIDES  OF  THK  VEIL. 

Mayall  (J.  W.).  THE  CYNIC  AND  THK 
SYREN. 

Meade  (L.  T.).    OUT  OF  THK  FASHION. 

Monkhouse  (Allan).    LOVE  IN  A  LIFE. 

Moore  (Arthur).  THK  KNIGHT  PUNC- 
TILIOUS. 

Nesbit  (Mrs.  Bland).  THK  LITERARY 
SENSE. 

Norris  (W.  E.).    AN  OCTAVE. 

Oliphant  (Mrs.).    THK  PRODIGALS. 

THK  LADY'S  WALK. 

SIR  ROBERT'S  FORTUNE. 

THE  TWO  MARY'S. 


Penny  (Mrs.  F.  A.).    A  MIXED  MARRI- 

AGE. 
PhiUpotts  (Eden).       THE    STRIKING 

HOURS. 
FANCY  FREE. 

Randal  (J.).  AUNT  l.l  Tlll.vs  BUTTON. 
Raymond  (Walter).    FORTUNE'S  DAR- 

LING. 
Rhys  (Grace).    THE  DIVERTED  VILL- 
AGE. 
Rickert  (Edith).  OUT  OF  THE  CYPRESS 

SWAMP. 
Roberton(M.H).  A  gallant  QUAKER. 
Saunders  (Marshall).     ROSE  A  CHAR- 

I.ITTE. 
Sergeant  (Adeline).      ACCUSED    AND 

ACCUSER. 
BARBARA'S  MONEY. 
THK  ENTHUSIAST. 
A  GREAT  LADY. 
THE  LOVE  THAT  OVERCAME. 
THE  MASTER  OF  BEECHWOOD. 
UNDER  SUSPICION. 
THE  YELLOW  DIAMOND. 

Shannon (W.  F.).    JIM  twelves. 
Strain(E.  H.).    ELMSLIE'S  DRAG  NET. 
Stringer<  Arthur).  T 1 1 E  S I  EVER  POPPY. 
Stuart  (EsmS).    CHRJSTALLA. 
Sutherland  (Duchess  of).    ONE  HOUR 

(AND  THE  NEXT. 
Swan  (Annie).    LOVE  GROWN  COLD. 
Swift  (Benjamin).    SORDON. 
Tanciueray  (Mrs.  B.  M.),    THE  ROYAL 

QUAKER. 
Trafford-Taunton  (Mrs.  E.  W.l.  silent 

DOMINION. 
Waineman(Paul).    A  HEROINE  FROM 

FINLAND. 
Watson  (H.  B.  Marriott-).  THE  SKIRTS 

OF  HAPPY  CHANCE. 


Books  for  Boys  and  Girls 

Crown  Sz'o.     %s.  6</. 


The  Getting  Well  of  Dorothy.  By  Mrs. 
W.  K.  Clifford.  Illustrated  by  Gordon- 
Browne.     Second  Edition. 

The  Icelander's  Sword.  By  S.  Baring- 
Gould. 

Only  a  Guard-Room  Dog.  By  Edith  E. 
Cuthell. 

The  Doctor  of  the  Juliet.  By  Harry 
Collingwood. 

Little  Peter.  By  Lucas  Malet.  Second 
Edition. 

Master  Rockafellak's  Voyage.  By  W. 
Clark  Russell. 

The  Novels  of  Alexandre  Dumas 

Price  6d. 


By 


The  Secret  of  Madame  de  Monluc. 

the  Author  of  "  Mdlle.  Mori." 
Syd  Belton  :  Or,  the  Boy  who  would  not  go 

to  Sea.     By  G.  Manville  Fenn. 
The  Red  Grange.     By  Mrs.  Molesworth. 
A  Girl  of  the  People.     By  L.  T.  Meade. 
Hepsy  Gii'SY.     By  L.  T.  Meade.     QS.Cd. 
The  Honourable  Miss.     By  L.  T.  Meade. 


There  was  once  a  Prince. 

Mann. 
When  Arnold  comes  Home. 

Mann. 


By  Mrs.  M. 
By  Mrs.  M. 


E. 


Double  Volumes,  is. 


The  Three  Musketeers.  With  a  long 
Introduction  by  Andrew  Lang.  Double 
volume. 

The  Prince  of  Thieves.     Second  Edition. 

Robin  Hood.    A  Sequel  to  the  above. 


The  Corsican  Brothers. 

Georges. 

Crop-Kared  Jacquot;  Jane; 


Etc. 


Twenty  Years  After. 
Amaury. 


Double  volume. 


Fiction 
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The  Castle  of  Eppstein. 

The  SNfowBALL,  and  Sultanetta. 

Cecile;  or,  The  Wedding  Gown. 

Acte. 

The  Plack  Tulip. 

The  Vicomte  de  Bragelonne. 

Part   i.    Louis  de   la  Yalliere.      Double 

Volume. 
Part  II.    The   Man   in   the    Iron    Mask. 
Double  Volume. 
The  Convict's  Son. 
The  Wolf-Leader. 
Nanon;  or,  The  Women's  War.     Double 

volume. 
Pauline;  Murat;  and  Pascal  Bruno. 
The  Adventures  of  Captain  Pamphile. 
Fernande. 
Gabriel  Lambert. 
Catherine  Blum. 
The    Chevalier    D'Harmental.       Double 

volume. 
Sylvandire. 
The  Fencing  Master. 
The  Reminiscences  of  Antony. 
♦Conscience. 
*The   Regent's    Daughter.     A  Sequel  to 

Chevalier  d'Harmental. 

Illustrated  Edition. 
The    Three    Musketeers.      Illustrated   in 

Colour  by  Frank  Adams,     zs.  td. 
The    Prince    of    Thieves.       Illustrated   in 

Colour  by  Frank  Adams.     2s. 


Robin   Hood  the   Outlaw.    Illustrated  in 

Colour  by  Frank  Adams,     zs. 
The    Corsican    Brothers.       Illustrated   in 

Colour  by  A.  M.  M'Lellan.     is.  td. 
The  Wolf-Leader.       Illustrated  in  Colour 

by  Frank  Adams,     is.  td. 
Georges.   Illustrated  in  Colour  by  Munro  Orr. 

2S. 

Twenty  Vears  After.  Illustrated  in  Colour 
by  Frank  Adams.     3^. 

Amaury.  Illustrated  in  Colour  by  Gordon 
Browne,     zs. 

The  Snowball,  and  Sultanetta.  Illus- 
trated in  Colour  by  Frank  Adams,     zs. 

*The  Vicomte  de  Bragelonne.  Illustrated 
in  Colour  by  Frank  Adams.     3.1.  6d. 

*Crop-Eared  Jacquot  ;  Jane  ;  Etc.  Illus- 
trated in  Colour  by  Gordon  Browne,    is.  67. 

The  Castlb  of  Eppstein.  Illustrated  in 
Colour  by  Stewart  Orr.     is.  td. 

*Acte.  Illustrated  in  Colour  by  Gordon 
Browne,     is.  td. 

*Cecile  ;  or,  The  Wedding  Gown.  Illus- 
trated in  Colour  by  D.  Murray  Smith. 
is.  6d. 

*The  Adventures  of  Captain  Pamphile. 
Illustrated  in  Colour  by  Frank  Adams. 
is.  td. 

*Ff.rnande.  Illustrated  in  Colour  by  Munro 
Orr.     zs. 

•The  Black  Tulip.  Illustrated  in  Colour  by 
A.  Orr.     is.  td. 


Methuen's  Sixpenny  Books 


Austen  (Jane).  PRIDE  and  PRE- 
JUDICE. m         .•!•**'  u, , 

Eaden-Powell  (Major-General  R.  S.  S.). 
THE  DOWNFALL  OF  PREMPEH. 

Bagot  (Richard).  A  ROMAN  MYSTERY. 

Balfour  (Andrew).      BY   STROKE   OF 

Baring-Gould  (S.).    FURZE  BLOOM. 

CHEAP  JACK  ZITA. 

KITTY  ALONE. 

URITH. 

THE  BROOM  SQUIRE. 

IN  THE  ROAR  OF  THE  SEA. 

NOEMI. 

A  BOOK  OF  FAIRY  TALES.     Illustrated. 

LITTLE  TU'PENNY. 

THE  FROBISHERS. 

*WINEFRED. 

Barr    (Robert).      JENNIE     BAXTER, 

JOURNALIST. 
IN  THE  MIDST  OF  ALARMS. 
THE  COUNTESS  TEKLA. 
THE  MUTABLE  MANY. 
Benson  (E.  F.).    DODO. 
Bloundelle-Burton  (J.).     ACROSS  THE 

SALT  SEAS. 
Bronte  (Charlotte).    SHIRLEY. 
Brownell  (C.   L.).       THE    HEART   OF 

JAPAN. 


Caffyn  (Mrs.),  '  Iota.'    ANNE  MAULE- 

VERER. 
Clifford  (Mrs.  W.  K.).     A    FLASH   OF 

SUMMER. 
MRS.  KEITH'S  CRIME. 

Connell  (F.  Norreys).     THE   nigger 
KNIGHTS. 

"Cooper  (E.  H.l.    A  FOOL'S  YEAR. 
~Corbett  (Julian).      A   BUSINESS    IN 

GREAT  WATERS. 
Croker  (Mrs.  B.  M.).     PEGGY  OF  THE 

BARTONS. 
A  STATE  SECRET. 
ANGEL.  JOHANNA. 

Dante  (Alighieri).      THE   VISION   OF 

DANTE  (CARY). 
Doyle  (A.  Conan).    ROUND  THE  RED 

LAMP. 
Duncan  (Sarah  Jeannette).   A  VOYAGE 

OF  CONSOLATION. 
THOSE  DELIGHTFUL  AMERICANS. 
Eliot  (George).      THE   MILL   ON   THE 

FLOSS. 

Findlater  (Jane  H.).     THE    GREEN 

GRAVES  OF  BALGOWRIE. 
Gallon  (Tom).    RICKERBY'S  FOLLY. 
Gaskell  (Mrs.).    CRANFORD. 
MARY  BARTON. 
NORTH  AND  SOUTH. 
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Gerard  (Dorothea),  holy  matri- 
mony. 

the  conquest  of  london. 

Gissing(George).  THE  TOWN  TRAVEL- 
LER. 

THE  CROWN  OF  LIFE. 

Glanville  (Ernest).  THE  INCA'S 
TREASURE. 

THE  KLOOF  BRIDE. 

Gleig  (Charles).    HUNTER'S  CRUISE. 

Grimm     (The     Brothers).       GRIMM'S 

FAIRY  TALES.     Illustrated. 
Hope  (Anthony).    A  MAN  OF  MARK. 
A  CHANGE  OF  AIR. 
THE  CHRONICLES    OF  COUNT 

A  XT  OX  10. 
PHROSO. 

THE  DOLLY  DIALOGUES. 
Hornung  (E.  W.).      DEAD  MEN  TELL 

NO  TALES. 
Ingraham  (J.  H.).    THE  THRONE  OF 

DAVID. 
Le  Queux  (W.).    THE  HUNCHBACK  OF 

WESTMINSTER. 
Linton  <E.  Lynn).     THE   TRUE    HIS- 
TORY OF  JOSHUA  DAVIDSON. 
Lyall  (Edna).    DERRICK  VAUGHAN. 
Malet  (Lucas).    THE  CARISSIMA. 
\  COUNSEL  OF  PERFECTION. 
Mann    (Mrs.    M.    E.)     MRS.     PETER 

HOWARD. 
A  LOST  ESTATE. 
THE  CEDAR  STAR. 
Marchmont  (A.  W.).     MISER    HOAD- 

LEY'S  SECRET. 
A  MOMENT'S  ERROR. 
Marryat  (Captain).    PETER  SIMPLE. 
JACOB  FAITHFUL. 
Marsh  (Richard).  THE  TWICKENHAM 

PEERAGE. 
THE  GODDESS. 
THE  JOSS. 

Mason  (A.  E.  W.).    CLEMENTINA. 
Mathers  (Helen).    HONEY. 
GRIFF  OF  GRIFFITHSCOURT. 
SAM'S  SWEETHEART. 
Meade  (Mrs.  L.  T.).    DRIFT. 
Mitford  (Bertram).  THE  SIGN  OF  THE 

SPIDER. 
Montr6sor(F.F.).    THE  ALIEN. 


Moore  (Arthur).  THE  GAY  DECEIVERS 
Morrison   (Arthur).     THE    HOLE   IN 

THE  WALL. 
Nesbit(E.).     THE  RED  HOUSE. 
Norris  (W.  E.).    HIS  GRACE. 
GILES  INGILBY. 
THE  CREDIT  OF  THE  COUNTY. 
LORD  LEONARD. 
MATTHEW  AUSTIN. 
CLARISSA  FURIOSA. 
Oliphant  (Mrs.).    THE  LADY'S  WALK. 
SIR  ROBERT'S  FORTUNJ  . 
Oppenheim  (E.  Phillips).    MASTER  OF 

MEN. 
Parker  (Gilbert).    THE  POMP  OF  THE 

LAVILETTES. 
WHEN  VALMONDCAMETO  POXTIAC. 
THE  TRAIL  OF  THE  SWORD. 
Pemberton  (Max).     THE   FOOTSTEPS 

OF  A  THRONE. 
I  CROWN  THEE  KING. 
Fhillpotts  (Eden).    THE  HUMAN  BOY. 
'CHILDREN  OF  THE  MIST. 
Ridge (W.  Pett).  A  SON  OF  THE  STATE. 
LOST  PROPERTY. 
GEORGE  AND  THE  GENERAL. 

RusseU  (W.  Clark),   a  marriage  at 

SEA. 
ABANDONED. 

MY  DANISH  SWEETHEART. 
Sergeant  (Adeline),    THE  MASTER  OF 

BEECH  WOOD. 
BARBARA'S  MONEY. 
THE  YELLOW  DIAMOND. 
surtees  (R.   S.).      HAXDLEY   CROSS. 

Illustrated. 
MR.     SPONGE'S     SPORTING     TOUR. 

Illustrated. 
ASK  MAMMA.     Illustrated. 

Valentine  (Major  E.  S.).  VELDT  AND 
LAAGER. 

Walford  (Mrs.  L.  B.)    MR.  SMITH. 

THE  BABY'S  GRANDMOTHER. 

Wallace  (General  Lew).    BEN-HUR. 

THE  FAIR  GOD. 

Watson  (H.  B.  Marriot).  THE  ADVEN- 
TURERS. 

Weekes  (A.  B.).    PRISONERS  OF  WAR. 

Wells  (H.G.).  THE  STOLEN  BACILLUS. 
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